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«. . . Victorious, happy and glorious, 
God save the King” 


A photograph of their Majesties the King and Queen, Princess Mary, and the Duke of Connaught recently taken at Balmoral. 
This is the first royal visit to Balmoral since the war, and his Majesty is reported to have had excellent sport with deer and 
grouse. The King, as is well known, is one of the best shots in the three kingdoms 
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200, CURZON STREET, MAYFAIR. 


Y DEAR BETTY,—Remember that the two 
best things in the world are the two things 
that money cannot buy—health and love. 
3 To love is wonderful; to sleep is, 

perhaps, even a greater pleasure; but in your waking hours 
I doubt if entertaining your friends is not the most delightful 
of pastimes. j 
* * * 


e sure the man who boasts of conquests has never had any, 

just as surely as the man who is covered with Cupid’s 
decorations always wears them beneath his silken vest. 3 
The hall-porter at your club is the most important fellow to be 
friends with : remember that he has it in his power to re-direct 
your letters. _ 

* * * 
‘|The aristocracy of brains is the 

only nobility worth raising 
your hat to. It is strange 
how women who make a business 
of racing become so extremely 
like men in face, and how men 
who follow the sport of kings in 
their turn become so horribly like 
themselves. No man living, 
I think, knows more about women 
than I do, and I know nothing. 

* * * 


Which reminds me, the “I” is 

not me, Eve, but Mr. Sey- 
mour Hicks, who hath evolved 
these brilliances—and who knows 
more about women than any man 
living! And yet knows nothing! ! 
Oh, wise young man! And greatly 
daring! For if Mr. Hicks does 
really. know more than any man 
living—well, he must have started 
early—eh, what ? 

* * * 


*[ hink, in case his book doesn’t 
come your way, must give 
you just a few jots or tittles more 
of Seymour on women before we 
pass on; because, really, these 
Seymouresques are rather sweet. 
Man philosophising on woman 
always is—don’t you think ?—like 
a darling tiny baby rapturously 
discovering the nice, strange, cool, 
funny feeling of one’s pearl neck- 
lace. 
* * * 
H ark at him! It is woman’s 
mental versatility that 
makes her so_ successful an 
opportunist inlove. . . . My 
son, the armour of woman is in- 
destructible. Even a very thin 
woman is too fat to be seen 


LADY WORSLEY (LORD WORSLEY, INSET) 


Lady Worsley, who was married on the 23rd to the eldest 

surviving son of Lord and Lady Yarborough, is the youngest 

daughter of the late Mr. Alfred Brocklehurst and Mrs. 

Brocklehurst of Melton Mowbray. Lord Worsley is a 

captain in the 11th Hussars, and succeeded to the title in 

1914 when his brother, who was in the Household Cavalry, 
was killed in action 
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through. : Do not be distressed if you are not 
Apollo. With woman a man’s good looks count for 
little. . . . Tearsare women’s most deadly weapon... . 


* * * 


jaXs really experienced woman, when keeping a_ clandestine 
= appointment, will never bother to sit back in a taxi so as 


not to be recognised. She will breathe on the glass. . . . 
Be careful to remember that in all questions relating to love, 
words were given us to conceal our thoughts. . . . Never 


ask a woman if you may kiss her. Make her kiss you for 
having done it. You must never forget that the greatest 
defence the adorable sex possesses is instinct, which enables it, 
even without brains, to read the hunter like a book. 


* * * 


A: finally, the Seymouriccian 
Toast, first and last— 
Here’s to wine and women— 

May the wine be good, 
For the women always are. 
* * * 


A™ now, Best Beloved, having 

told you all about Us, 
cording to that clever Mr. Hicks, 
now to our doings, north and 
south. What have I been doing ? 
What does one do in Scotland in 
September? Live and—er, well, 
some people love, of course, too, 
I suppose. For, as someone Says, 
after all, what’s the good of living 
if you’re not loving ? 

* * * 


nd eat. And drink. And 
tramp around in short skirts 
and sweaters and other woolly 
comforts. Andsleep. And thank 
the high gods sitting on pink 
clouds up in their Olympian fast- 
nesses that one’s alive and still 
not quite too dreadf'ly old to be 
glad about it. 


Bt you'll have heard enuff of 

Scotland. Now come south 
with me. Dinner at the North 
British, with, perhaps, an extra 
posset, or two, because one’s so 
strong and feeling perilously 
young on the strong Scotch air, 
and because one’s going to bed 
not in a room but in the train. 
Where, comfily under an extra 
rug, dred’fly soon beautiful Edin- 
burgh’s left behind and one sleeps 
a little and dreams short dreams, 
and wakes when they stop at the 
stations and dozes again. 


Lafayette 
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And then, 


as if to 
draw down 
the curtain 
over one 
more act in 


life that 
may — who 
knows? — 


never hap- 
pen again, 
a deeper 
sleep that 
is broken 
harshly as 
if one were 
waked from 
death — by 
the man 
with the tea 
and biscuits ! 
Such nice 
tea and bis- 
cuits. Only, 
bein’ a dam- 
bad - sailor, 
after a night 
of it, I can’t 
ela t-- thie 
bicks, alas! 
and even 
sink to those 
low levels 
where a tea- 
spoonful of 
brandy | to 
one’s tea’s 


LADY RACHEL CAVENDISH GREETS 
A FRIEND 


This picture was taken at the Government 
House party at Ottawa, where the Prince of 
Wales was entertained during his tour in 
Canada. Lady Rachel Cavendish is the third and grateful 
daughter of the Duke of Devonshire, who anq  com- 
recently disposed of his historical house in forting 
Piccadilly ; ze i é 


i} ing’s Cross! Nota porter. Get busy. Smile at-something 
that looks like one, and exercise will-power. Napoo re- 
sults. Find the car. Chauffeur polite, but a little frappé. 
Eight o’clock on a Sunday morning an’ all, and the old train 
late, too, don’t you know. Suggest same—chauffeur, I mean— 
might p’r’aps please—er—carry dressing case and things. Slight 
unfreezing. Luggage retrieved. Carry on. 
* * * 
Cold drive through such a sleepy London. Home. Dis- 
mantled appearance, holland covers, kitchen forks. But 
wildly rapturous Tou-Tou and Bing, bursting with loving wel- 
“Oh, Tou-Tou! 


comes. “Oh! Missus, Missus!” Oh, my 
Binglet!! Oh, this dammuzzling order!!! Sweet ones, just a 
little tiny bit of eggy for a treat?” 

* * * 


AX day of unpacking and re-packing. Sleep, car, train again, 

and here we are at the old seaside—must recover from 
Scotland somewhere, and it’s not so dusty in September by the 
sea. To sit and wonder at the world rushin’ by. To hear, as 
one dons one less silken undie than in wild Scotland, of eight 
degrees of frost at Balmoral, and to read how the poet-lover- 
airman-soldier D’Annunzio, swch a wild and foolish hero, at the 
head of two thousand hotheads, has romantically marched from 
Venice by night to take possession of that eternal bone of 
contention, Fiume. 

* * 

Of that amazing—and most hospitable lady—Mrs. Solly Joel, 

leaving fifty thousand pounds. One surmises that if fish 
were left legacies she’d somehow have left them something, for 
never was mortal woman before her so partial to piscine delica- 
cies. At her dinner parties, d’you remember, sometimes three 
or four courses of ’em? Of how regimental sergeant-majors 
now draw 14s. per day—the new army “ Living Wage ”—and 
even lieutenants one pound. But oh! it was a long war, wasn’t 
it, when for 7s. 6d. per diem His Majesty's Second Lieutenants 
fought and died very far indeed from home ? 

* # * 


A™4 we talk lazily of Mr. Lloyd George’s New World—what a 

lot of new worlds we do have these days, don’t we? “It 
must be the sublime duty of all to build up the new world, where 
jabour shall have its just reward, and indolence alone shall 


very nice 
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suffer want! . . .”’ Suppose Labour started in on its “ just 
reward” at Widnes when, by a thousand votes, Mr. Henderson 
added yet another black mark to the ominous- record of the 
poor old Coalition. I liked our “Times” on this somewhat 
startling victor—“ Mr. Henderson has been among the con- 
siderable figures of Labour in politics, but he is of the type 
which is always palpably embarrassed before great issues, and 
has so exhibited himself during the war.” . And— 
“Mr. Henderson says that the Government at the General 
Election had appealed to Philip drunk, but now to Philip sober 
—a not very fortunate simile, which is on the pedestrian level 
of many of Mr. Henderson’s public utterances during the war 
.”’ And that’s that. 


* * * 


And about as nasty as we dare be now, I suppose, to that 
a Labour which may soon rule us—and that’s anyway 
declared war on the Government to the tune of no less than 
4,000,000 votes on the nationalisation of mines issue. Startlin’, 
isn’t it? Dear me, will be a funny world, won’t it? And 
d’you wonder they’re simply strainin’ every nerve, all the dukes 
and people who own the earth, to sell their poor little portions 
while still somcone’s pourin’ out the good gold. These days of 
no servants (and nasty cross ones when you have got ’em), who 
wouldn’t, f’rinstance, much rather have a million pounds— 
even our horribly emaciated peace pounds—than own, say, 


Devonshire House ? 
* * * 


\V hich, ‘cording to Rumour, if it’s not to be a huge stores ’Il 

be either flats or an hotel—what a fearful come-down, 
what? Before my time, rather, but tales are still told of the 
wonderful dinners and dances that the late duchess used to give 
there. And even in Georgian days the great house in Piccadilly’s 
been of social interest, if only because it remained so very care- 
fully one of the few strongholds of exclusiveness, where not 
even brains could enter without all the properest credentials. As 
to who are buying all the great places—Lord Leverhulme, the 
Soap King, has taken over Moor Park from Lord Ebury, and the 
tenants have bought up Wood Norton; and still to be snapped 
up are Lord Hillingdon’s place at Uxbridge, Chesterfield House, 
Mayfair, with 
its canonical 
pillars, its 
marble _ stair- 
case, and the 
garden that 
even in Dr. 
Johnson’s time 
was ‘‘a scene 
of verdure and 
flowers not 
common in 
London,” and 
Highhead 
Castle, four- 
teenth century, 
and standing 
high on a 
rocky Cumber- 
land hill, above 
the River Ive, 
as well as the 
Ogilvie place 
omnte 040 <cnb 
Creran, where 
are positively 
all the joys of 
country life, 
yacht anchor- 
age, pier, 
splendid co- 
verts, and 
those still more 
necessary 
amenities, elec- 
tric light and 
heating and 


MISS BARBARA GRIFFITHS 


things. Is a very youthful exponent of the “ Royal 
* * and Ancient,’’ being only thirteen years old, 
nde lesan and with her sister was amongst the youngest 
intrigued competitors for the Princess Mary Trophy in 


the Girls’ Open Golf Championship at Stoke 

Poges last week. Miss Barbara Griffiths put 

up a very good game, but did not succeed in 
winning the trophy 


by that man- 
sion that is 
offered for sale, 


(Continued on p. 388) 
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with the island it stands on, up eighteen miles south of 
lovely Oban. A good landing ground for aeroplanes, a motor 
launch, and other craft are part of the attractions—doesn’t it 
sound rather enticing? So out of the world and yet, with the 
g.l.g.f.a. aforesaid, really, quite comfily in it. For it’s no good 
ignoring the way the world’s changing under our eyes, and that 
soon—very soon—-when General Brancker and Co. really get 
going with their aircraft, to be on an island in the Hebrides will 
hardly be less out of the movement than is now a cottage in 
Surrey or a villa in St. John’s Wood. 


* * * 


When even cars like Mr. Churchill’s famous red Rolls-Royce 

limousine, that’s too gay to use in peace time (but didn’t 
half flutter the dovecotes when there was a war on, did it ?), 
I suppose’ll be slow-going, once we’ve all got our Avros, or our 
Handley-Pages, or Sopwiths, or wot-d’you-call-em’s, to dash 
about the heavens in. ’Propos, “ What’ll you do when you’ve 
got an aeroplane?’ I asked a small girl sitting sweet and tiny 
in the surf upon the beach the other day. “Go and see Dod!” 
she replied without hesitation. A young woman who'll grow 
into an inveterate “ caller,” obviously. 


* * * 


alking of our Winston, biggest gamble of 
’em all seems—what ?—this last, his 
Russian one. And doesn’t look like turning 
out any great lots better, either. But“ Rawly,” 
the man in command out there, isn’t to be 
flustered, you know, even by our Winston, 
tho’ as someone’s said, ‘‘ Need all even Lord 
Rawlinson’s well-known calm coolth to deal — 
with the unending perplexities of this Russian 
situation.” Made his headquarters on a 
British warship, I believe, where, s’far as my 
information goes, no one’s ever flustered— 
anyway, not by any man, even if it’s Winston. 
* * * 
A bout these charming, bothering Russians 
we quixotic English find so hard to 
leave to their richly-deserved deserts, I think 
the Italian soldier man rather well hit them 
off, don’t you, with his— 

You British take the Archangel Russian into 
your arms, feed and clothe him, and he smiles. 
: Then somebody says to this Russian, 
—‘‘ You will be taxed and have your land taken 
and exploited by these Englishmen.’’ And this 
Russian, who has been so loyal to General Iron- 
side, is in one minute a Bolshevik! You area 
magnificent race; your motives, your ideals are 
beyond reproach, but you don’t know the Russian. 
You are floundering in ideals which you cannot 
make good ; you are wasting money and lives. 


Poor old England! who, quand méme, 
can still say (in Fisherian language), 
You be damned! And he, she, it, or they zs 
(or are) damned! Apropos, quite refreshing, 
wasn’t it (and fine, breezy, salty reading by the seaside), 
Lord Fisher’s screed in ‘‘ The Times” that merely precursed 
(getting quite Fisherian meself in me langwidge, aren’t I ?) that 
book of his that’s coming out soon, telling us all about how we 
very nearly lost the war ’cos we would not listen to Jacky ? 


* * * 


akes even our Seymour sound quite milk-and-waterish. 

Listen to it. “ Only damn fools argue. Born fools 
count ships; wise men reckon the ability of our crews. . . . 
If some congenital idiot imagines that I should cease all ship- 
building, well, he is the stupid ass that he was born. . . . 
Stop the money! I say with St. Paul, ‘I boast myself a 
little’ He was compelled—so am I! ‘Seeing that many 
glory after the flesh, I will glory also.’ Up to a certain point 
‘I suffer fools gladly.’ But I am trustee to an estate that’s 
only going to have 3s, 4d. in the pound left. It’s time to kick!” 
etcet., etcet., all like that. 


MISS AUDREY CROFT 


Was the winner of the 

Mary’ Trophy in the Girls’ Open 

Golf Championship at Stoke Poges. 

The final, in which Miss Croft played 

against Miss Christine Clarke, was a 

very interesting and close game, and 
was won by one hole 
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OF EVE—continued. 


Phew! He does make a noise, doesn’t he? But’s really 

rather funny when talkin’ of “the weak-kneed people ana 
opportunists who govern the British nation without the courage 
of a louse or the backbone of a slug.” Little more straight hit~ 
ting like that and we might get ahead a bit. For whatever our 
governors, the brains of the British people remain, as the 
British Association’s president’s just so nicely remarked, Second 
to None. Which is what I’ve always said, thought, and 
shouted, only people are so pessimistic now there isn’t a 


war on. 


* * * 


FReainds me, just been reading somewhere an article 
titled— 


THE EXTRAVAGANCE OF EVE 


where the author, on the eternal subject of Women and Their 
Hats, asks, Is it Worth While ? 


* * * 


A™ goes on this way. That is the question—a question not 

to be burked at a critical time when the great task of 
economic reconstruction is calling clamo- 
rously for the best energies of all the citizens 
of both sexes. 


* * * 


nd further continues. The matter of cost, 
important though it be, is not the sole 
consideration. There is also the matter of 
mental wear and tear. The choosing of a 
hat in the feminine manner is a very exhaust~ 
ing process. It calls for the expenditure of 
quite as much grey matter as the composition 
of this article; and the trouble is by no means 
necessarily at an end when the hat is chosen. 
There may follow poignant regret. . Or 
green envy. . . It is a state of things 
which accords but ill with the utilitarian 
spirit of a period of reconstruction. . . . 


* * * 


n conclusion, he considers the case for the 
Standard Hat—the Standard Hat, my 
dear, I ask you!—fully made out “on 
zsthetic as well as practical grounds. And 
it will be hard for women to show good 
cause why they should not help to simplify. 
our too complex civilisation by adopting it.” 


2 s * 
nce again, aren’t men funny? Such 
dear infants. Which reminds me, 


more—er—verse from a—er—poet you’ve 


we heard of before, who writes— 
Princess 
There was a dear lady called Eve 
Whose gowns were all minus a sleeve ; 
Tho’ this seemed to aggravate 
Old ladies at Harrogate, 
The lads showed no penchant to grieve. 


* * * 


An when I’ve finished “resting” here I’m simply plung- 
ing back into a very vortex of London sniceties. 
Dances are beginning already—and the first nights that 
I’ve missed, including Afgar, which, by the way, I can only 
conclude’s been bowdlerised since the Paris edition, which 
was—well, very real-lifey, don’t you know, and affectionate an’ 
all, over there, Less warm stuff, I understand, Mr. Herbert 
Trench’s Napoleon that the Stage Society are givin’ in a week 
or two, in which I do hope there’s plenty of Josephine, what ? 
Lives of great men all remind us—what a lot of women there 
werein’em. So what’s the good of leaving it out, even in the 
interests of that so virtuous body, the great B.P. >—Your EVE. 
oa = oo he 
A limited number of the clever cartoons by “ The Tout,” 
entitled “ Some Scalps from Newmarket,” specially printed 
and mounted and signed by the artist, can be obtained from 
the offices of ““The Tatler” at the price of 41 1s. each, 
post free. 
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Lallie Charles, Ltd., Curson Street 


VISCOUNTESS UFFINGTON AND HER SON 


A new photograph of Lady Uffington with her two-year-old son and heir, William. Lord Uffington is heir to Lord Craven, and 
served during the European war with the Hampshire Regiment. Lady Uffington is the daughter of Mr. William George of 
Invergordon 
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IN TOWN AND 
OUT 


By CHRISTOPHER. 


HERE has been an 
activity in ‘‘ moving 
house ’’ this quarter 


\ \/eddings arranged for 
next month already 


make a formidable list. 


almost equal to what 
it used to be in pre-war 
autumns, Amonga quantity 


One fixed for October 25 
has a big interest for Suffolk 
county society, for the bride 


of similar intimations I is Sir William and Lady 

notice that Colonel and Mrs. Hyde-Parker’s _ only 

Horace Davey, who have daughter, Mary. Her father 

been living in Worcester- used to be curate of All 
- ; : : R = ' 
Bassano shire, have now leased Saints, Wokingham, and PAINE REEGLER assano 


MISS 


A pretty debutante, who was presented 

at a Royal Garden Party last season. 

Miss Pegler is a daughter of Mr. Francis. 

Pegler, High Sheriff of Nottingham, 

and is marrying Captain C. C. Hayward 
of Australia this month 


MISS MARIAN ISABEL KITTOE 


Is shortly to marry Mr. G. E. B. Bark- 
worth, 2nd Battalion Royal Welsh 
Fusiliers, youngest son of the late Major 
H. A. S. Barkworth. Miss Kittoe is the 
only daughter of Lieut.-Colonel M. F. 
Kittoe, O.B.E., London Regiment 


Norton Bavant Manor, near 
Warminster — a handsome 
old place, much of it dating 
from Queen Anne's time. 
Colonel Davey is the late 
Lord Davey’s eldest son, but 
his father’s was only a life 
peerage. Another couple who have moved 
into Wiltshire are Colonel and Lady Helen 
Forbes—they have given up Hatch House, 
Brentwood, for Wye House, Marlborough. 
Lady Helen is Lord Craven's only sister, 
the well-known traveller, sportswoman, and 
novelist. 


chaplain to the Bishop of 
Barbadoes, but he is now 
an unbeneficed clergyman 
and one of the best known 
of ourhunting parsons. For 
some seasons he was master 
of the Thurlow Hounds. 
His place is Long Melford Hall. Miss 
Hyde-Parker’s bridegroom-to-be is Sub- 
Lieut. Kenneth Duke, R.N., son of the late 
Colonel J. Duke of Rosehill, Brechin 


* * * 


Those who have expressed surprise at 

the Earl of Warwick's departure for 
Devon and Cornwall ‘‘for a_ sketching 
holiday ’’ are evidently unaware that his 
lordship is an accomplisked artist. I 
believe he is a member of the Society of 
Essex Artists. At any rate, he has exhibited 
paintings from his own brush at the 


Society’s Chelmsford shows. 
eysehe friends speak enthusiastically of 
Sir Horace Plunkett’s persistent 
labours, in private and public, to find a 
way out-—-or, rather, persuade the powers- 
that-be to adopt his way out—of the 
lamentable situation in Ireland. I don’t 
think the story of his knighthood has ever 
been properly told outside the talk of his 


* * * 


“[~he house in Sloane Street, where 

Gwendoline Lady Tichborne and her 
husband, Colonel Frank Mauduit, have 
been residing, they have now given up, and 
they have gone abroad, first to Normandy, 
and then, for the winter, to the Riviera. 
Lady Tichborne was Miss Mary Gwendo- 
line Petre of Whitley Abbey, Warwick- 
shire, before her marriage in 1887 to the 
late Sir Henry Tichborne—a union of two 
distinguished English Catholic families— 
and Sir Henry was the child on whose 
behalf the famous Tichborne litigation was 
waged. He died in 1910,and in 1914 his 
widow became the wife of Colonel Mauduit, 
who is a retired Indian cavalryman. 

& * * 


* * * 


Lamb 


** JACKER” AND HIS WIFE 


Lieut.-Colonel the Hon. F. S. Jackson, M.P., and his wife 
at the opening of a Peace Hall at Eastrington, East 
Yorks, recently. Colonel Jackson, who is one of the 
most famous cricketers of all time, is the brother of 
Lord Allerton. He plays a very good game of golf, is a 


Ts holding of the Royal Warwick- 
shire Regiment’s dinner at Birming- 


ham next Tuesday is something of an 


GENERAL SIR JOHN ASSER, C.B. 


General Asser is one of our most 
distinguished soldicrs. who has 
fought through many campaigns and 
now holds the high position of Com- 
mander in-Chief cf British Troops in 
France and Flanders. He is seen en- 
joying a game of golf at Le Touquet 


innovation in regimental dinner 
customs, for these reunions of 
past and present officers gen- 
erally take place in London. 
The new departure is one to be 
commended, for it is strictly in 
accordance with the spirit and 
principle of the territorial sys- 
tem that regiments should 
identify themselves as much as 
possible with the counties with 


rising man in the House, and is known to his intimates 
as ‘‘Jacker"’ 


friends. 


There can be no harm in repeat- 
ing it. As the Hon. Horace Plunkett, and a 


possible heir to the Dunsany peerage, he had 


no desire at all for a trifling 
bauble like a knighthood, but 
it happened that when King 
Edward was in Ireland in 1893, 
having a tip-top time, he used 
the Hon. Horace’s motor-car. 
‘“ Whose car is this? ’’ he asked 
one day, and on being told he 
insisted on knighting the exas- 
perated owner. If the truth 
were known, it would be found 


which they are titularly that a great many of these petty 
connected. honours have been unwillingly 

* * * accepted out of courtesy to 
Sr Launcelot Kiggell, who SOE BPS: 


presides at next week’s 
festive board, is a former officer 
of the old 6th Foot, but now 


* * * 


| ike so many others nowa- 


Governor of Guernsey. This days, Captain and Mrs 
post is a “’ plum”’ of the army, Arthur Granville Soames are 
and a remarkably pleasant post making ‘‘leafy Bucks'’ their 
for an officer after a strenuous home. - They have just settled 


career, the duties being none 
too exacting. It was given to 
General Kiggell last year as a 
well-merited reward for much 
useful service, especially in the 
Great War. Thesalary is good, 


down at Ashwell Manor, Penn, 
having vacated Gray Rigg, 
Lilliput, Dorset. Gray Rigg 
was formerly the home of 
Captain Soames's father, Mr. 
Harold Soames, the artist who 


pnts are. gllowances: gene disappeared in such painful 
suernsey 1s a delightful island. circumstances last Christmas, 
* * * and whose death the courts 


So Launcelot Kiggell had a 
little romance in his early 
career, Lady Kiggell being his 
old commanding officer's 
daughter, whom he married 
when a subaltern in the Royal 
Warwickshires. 
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gave leave to presume. He 
left estate worth a quarter of a 
million, and Captain Soames, 
being the only son, inherited 
the bulk of it. Of the two 
daughters, one is Lady Baden- 
Powell. 


GENERAL H. W. WILBERFORCE, 
General Wilberforce has seen service 


in several countries and gained 
distinction in the recent war. 


c.B. 


new 
This 


snapshot was taken during a game 
with General Asser on the Le Touquet 


golf links, which is a favourite co 
with English players 


urse 
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THE GREATEST OF THE CRUSADERS. 
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F. A. Swaine, New Bond Street 


FIELD-MARSHAL VISCOUNT ALLENBY AND LADY ALLENBY 


An enthusiastic welcome was given to Lord Allenby on his arrival in England on Tuesday of last week, and the reception with 

which he met was evidence of the high regard in which one of our Empire’s greatest soldiers is held. Field-Marshal Allenby’s 

campaign in the East was a brilliant success. He paid a well-deserved tribute to General Sir Archibald Murray, who was responsible 

for the spade-work. None of our readers. should, in connection with this most picturesque campaign, miss the amazingly 

thrilling and interesting lecture now being given by Mr. Lowell Thomas at Covent Garden Theatre. It gives a wonderful impression 

of the magnitude of the task Lord Allenby accomplished. The above photograph was taken outside the house of Lady Allenby’s 
mother on the day of the arrival in London 
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ictures 


HE disappearance of Keysoe, the 
Leger winner, from the Cesare- 
witch acceptances was a sur- 
prise, but personally I think the 

noble owner is quite right in his decision 
not to knock so good a one about. It 
is always better to stop them when they 
are full of themselves than to be com- 
pelled to stop them when they have 
raced themselves stale. If you do the 
former, they will come again ; if you do 
the latter, it frequently knocks all the 
stuffing out of them, so to speak, and 
they never come back. This mare has 
not had a smooth time of it this year 
in her preparation. She was backward 
early on; she suffered from the cough 
epidemic which smote various. centres 
not long before the Leger, and she has 
not yet come to her best. No one asks 
more of a three-year-old than to place 
one (or more if possible) of the big 
classics to its credit, and this fine mare 
by Swynford has done her bit nobly. 
She has earned a spell in rest billets. 
I find such a lot of people asking how 
she’s bred; yet her tabulated pedigree 
was set out large as life in the sporting 
papers. The pedigree, shortly stated, 
is full of St. Simon, as John o’ Gaunt, 
her grandsire, is out of La Fléche 
(St. Simon—Quiver), and Keystone II., 
her dam, is by Persimmon, who himself 
was strongly inbred to that strain, both 
St. Simon and Perdita II. going back to 
Blacklock. It was a famous cross and 
very much in favour with the late King 
Edward, who had reason to know how 
good it was. The tap-root goes back 
through Seclusion (Hermit—Boundary) 
to Bribery. Boundary was by Stockwell. 


* * * 


nd now the “‘ heads '’ are backing Silver Bullet ina rather panicky 

4 market on the Cesarewitch. I cannot see how Alec Taylor can 
miss it with something in his stable, for he has all the ingredients for 
finding out, and if this mare is his best then we must discard every- 
thing else. 
* * * 

A note about the reappearance of our friend the robin, who, being 
a sportsman, affects a pink coat, and the very poetic references 

to his little vocal efforts, and the fading tree and falling leaf, sort of 
sets one all of a-twitter again about hunting! I’ve often wondered 
whether anyone has ever thought that Whyte Melville must have 
written ‘‘Good-bye!’’ with his tongue in his cheek. Our greatest 
hunting poet, one has to bear in mind, was fonder of the months 
between the lst of November 
and the 30th of April than 
of the whole of the rest of 
the year put together, and 
it has always been a marvel 
to me how it was he managed 
to avoid saying anything about 
the disappearance of blind 
places in that very charming 
poem, for which, by the way, 
Tosti has always had the 
lion’s. share of the credit. 
You always hear of Tosti's 
‘*Good-bye,’’ hardly ever of 
Whyte Melville’s ‘‘ Good- 
bye,’’ and yet that really 
great poet, the man who 
always gave gold for silver, 
who had not a single enemy 
in the world, is the one who 
deserves it all. Neither 
Whyte Melville, Lindsay 
Gordon, nor Surtees have 
ever been really accorded 
their rightful position in 
literature. Because Whyte 
Melville wrote songs of the 
chase and Lindsay Gordon 
wrote ‘‘How We Beat the 
Favourite,’’ people forget 
that they also wrote such 
delicate verse as ‘‘ Good-bye,”’ 
‘*Potter’s Clay,’’ and ‘‘ Quare 
Fatigasti.’’ Similarly Surtees; 


how to be good straight-necked foxes. 


LORD HARRIS AND MR. FALCON 


Taken at the recent Scarborough Cricket Festival. Lord Harris 
successfuly captained the first England v. Australia Test 
Match in this country thirty-nine years ago, ard is, and always 
has been, one of the great pillars of the sport in this country 


THE MASTER OF THE CATTISTOCK 


An excellent snapshot of the Rev, E. A. Milne, M.F.H., the Cattistock, who, like all 

the rest of them, are busy rattling the cubs about the coverts and teaching them 

Mr. Milne has been master of these hounds 

since 1900, and started his hunting education at Cambridge, where he was master 

of the Trinity Beagles. He has also been master of the North Bucks Harriers, and 
is chaplain of the 2nd South Western Mounted Brigade 
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By 
° ‘¢ Sabretache.’’ 


no one, or very few people af any rate, 
ever seem to realise that. he was the 
Thackeray of the hunting field, and 
that we owe to him some of the best 
character masterpieces of the Victorian 
era. Because a man is what the lady 
in ‘‘ Ask Mama”’ said old Imperial John 
was, ‘‘a mere fox-hunter,’’ he is asa 
rule ticketed something only a little 
removed from a superior kind of family 
butcher ; but perhaps—and I only write 
‘“ perhaps '’ under protest—he may have 
a far finer and better nature and be ten 
thousand times more of a man than all 
the fleshly school rolled into one. 
Whyte Melville was one of such—a 
man whose character was like refined 
gold; poor Lindsay Gordon also; and 
Surtees was a parson and a scholar 
of no mean attainments. Yet because 
they. were ‘‘ mere fox-hunters,’’ men 
who lived the outdoor life, who were 
fond of soap and water and did not 
wear long hair, they are relegated to a 
very back seat in the literary Pantheon. 
* * * 
Gomeone whom I used to know rather 
well in India at one time, and who 
last wrote to me about his division's 
race meeting at Arras whilst we were 
biffing the Hun, has now been back on 
the N.-W.F. in India having a dart at 
the Afghan and other unwashed persons 
who inhabit that wild and woolly region. 
He does not give one an exactly rosy 
picture of things, and as one rather 
anticipated, says that we shall be in for 
an LL of a show in October when it’s 
cooler. Personally, knowing them parts 
a bit and the people who live in them, 
I have never believed a single word 
that Amanullah has said, and I believe 
still less now that the Government of 
India have told him that we no longer intend to demand a voice 
in his foreign policy, and that all previous treaties have been 
cancelled. This, I presume, and hope, means that at any rate there 
is no more subsidy. However, be this as it may, and be the 
‘‘peace ’’ with Afghanistan what it may, it was almost any odds on 
the tribesmen kicking up a big shindy after the way we have wobbled. 
My correspondent confirms all that has been said about the badness 
of the transport and medical arrangements, which is very bad hearing 
indeed, as one hoped after Mespot that even the Indian Government 
would have sat up and taken a bit of notice. However, it is not so 
apparently. At the end of his letter he writes: ‘‘ Well, I’m for the 
frontier on Wednesday week! You know it well, so there’s no need 
for me to tell you about it. Our aeroplanes are doing well, but we 
want lots more of them. 
They say the Afghans are 
getting some from Russia.”’ 
* * * 
Ore bit of news in this 
letter is that although 
Bombay is not what it used 
to be, there’s an unlimited 
supply of whisky and every- 
thing else in the Yacht Club, 
and the Poona and Kirkee 
hounds are showing good 
sport. They hunt in the 
rains there, as some of those 
who read this screed know 
well, and in the days of old 
Father Bull used to be abso- 
lutely at the top of their 
form. I do not know who 
has got them at the moment. 
Perhaps he'll write to me and 
send me some account of 
their doings, which I’m sure 
will interest many a gunner 
(who. may have been at 
Kirkee), ‘‘dragon’’ officer, 
‘‘ooser,’’ and flying infantry 
captain. Poona is one of 
the star stations in India for 
sport and ‘‘divarsion,’’ and 
I hope it’s going as strong as 
of yore. I observe that the 
P. and K. have been getting 
plenty of blood despite the 
(Continued on p. iv) 
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THE CAMERA IN SOCIETY. 


IANA AUMNANU ELMO OMINOUS Bs Be 


AAACN OOOO CMC OO NUON C ANNU OUR WE 


Miss Compton Collier, West End Lane, N.W. 


LADY GRIMSTON WITH TWO OF HER SONS 


Lady Grimston is a daughter of Lord Meath, and was married in 1909 to the Earl of Verulam’s eldest son, Lord Grimston, who 
was for some time an officer in the R.N.V.R. Lady Grimston is the head of the Shoreditch Infant Welfare Centre, in which she 
takes a great interest. She has four children, all sons, and is here seen with two of them, John and Bruce 
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IN THE BOIS 


A charming Paris model of the ubiquitous 

cape which has been designed for the 

coming autumn, and will meet with 
ready approval 


the furriers, groan with velvet and felt on our 
heads and long to go about in holiday garb. 
* * i * 
It is amusing to see the people return, 
reluctantly, to civilisation shoes, 
gloves, backless frocks, and tout le tremble- 
ment! The first twelve hours that I passed 
with my extremities encased in _ patent 
leather after the joy and freedom of Rozven, 
where one lived much as our forebears 
lived in the freedom of their remote tree- 
tops, were not happy, and, judging from the 
expression of my contemporaries, I was not 
the only sufferer. How brown we all are! 
There are grades and sub-grades, and, pour 
ma part, 1am glad that I am not alone in 
my scorchedness. 
* * * 
@z the train which brought me back to 
Paris there were two adorable little 
girls, flaxen and golden and. . . ten 
years old. They—already, alas !—knew that 
they were charming, and with delightful, 
impudent natveté made the most of their 
delicious selves. The guard, the ticket- 
collector, the old gentleman behind ‘‘ The 
Temps,’’ the waiters in the dining-car, you 
(had you been there), I, and the big Dane 
who, by miracle, had escaped the ignominy 
of the luggage car, all fell down and wor- 
shipped. Those two infants received homage 
as their due homage, illustrated 
papers, chocolate, and -fruit. They told 
stories of school and dolls, and they boasted 
of tennis . and swimming and—where 
are the babies of yesterday ?—of the jazz. 
* * * 
V hat a journey it was, a part this pleasant 
diversion. We arrived dans la nuit 
noir after a most glorious sunset, which, 
however, we should not have been forced to 
see through a carriage window. Travelling 
is of the odious, most odious. It is odious, 
also, to live just now in the suburbs of Paris. 
The civil servants of the state have struck, 
and it does not render things heavenly ici-bas 
by the mere reason that there is, at present, 
no giving in marriage, no births, no 
nuffin’ ! 


PRISCILLA 


IN PARIS. 


with x-traordi- 

nary apropos 

for the heat 
wave, B' lovedest ! 
Never has it been so 
hot. The New-Rich 
‘“antique ’’ furniture 
in New-Rich homes 
sweats glue and var- 
nish. New-Rich is 
a grease spot, and 
regrets the vanished 
days of collarless, 
shirt-sleeved comfort 
and of cool evenings 
passed a-sprawl with 
his head in the 
kitchen sink and his 
feet out of the win- 
dow! We can’t all 
have our heads in 
the stars, you know! 
Personally, my feet 
are daily in the rue 
de la Paix . . . my 
head in various hats, 
and my _ body in 
various clothes. The 
heat wave is accom- 
panied by the 
autumnal dressing 
wave, and—oh, mise- 
rable sinners that we 


| HAVE returned 


are !—we swelter at 


Det was not per- 
missible for the 


greater part of this 
week, since the em- 
ployees of the Mairie 
would no longer regis- 
ter one’s decease, and 
since the undertakers 
would not undertake 


to bury. No 
marriages could take 
placeeta a2 and 


what tragedies may 
certain postpone- 
ments have caused ! 
No births, since there 
was no one to record 
the event! And what 
joy in after-life—sup- 
posing one was rash 
enough to be born in 
spite of everything— 
to be really older than 
one’s birthday! How 
agreeable for the girl 
babies to look for- 
ward to a life of 
honest prevarication 
on the small but im- 
portant matter of age! 
But all this was as 
nothing compared to 
—oh horror of horrors 
—the strike of the 
Waterworks People ! 


Delphi 


MISS GOODE 


Is a charming little English dancer who has 
very much made “ goode” in Paris 
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AT LONGCHAMPS 


A photograph depicting a showy dress 
with wide hips and narrow hem, which 
is indicative of the lines Dame Fashion 
intends to follow in the coming season 


magine, B’lovedest, this heat and : 
nowater. Itwasdamnable! Ofcourse 
those of our suburbs that are near the river 
were slightly less unhappy than the entirely 
deprived. But Seine water must be boiled, 
excessively boiled ; and unless one was chez 
soi one could not be quite sure of its boiled- 
ness. However, in spite of everything, 
heat, strikes, clothes, I am glad to be in 
Paris! The theatres are—now that their 
striking is over—entertaining. Max Dearly 
is again playing, for our greater joy, in 
Nothing But the Truth, Nina Myral, who 
has quite recovered from her long illness. 
and a terrible operation for appendicitis, is. 
about to appear in anew revue at the Casino, 
where Phyllis Monkman and Jack Buchanan, 
“the London favourites,’’ as. the play-bills. 
tell us, are also acting and dancing. We 
shall be so glad to see Nina again. We 
have missed her so. The operation was. 
performed by that rising young surgeon 
whose reputation is already so sound, Dr. de 
Martel, the son of the Comtesse de Martel, 
who is none other but the charming Gyp, 
authoress of so many enchanting books that. 
have been read, filmed, and dramatised all 

over the world. 

* * * 


nd the ‘‘Pictures!’' They too have 
finished striking (What a brutal period | 
we have been living through!), and I am 
enjoying an orgy of Wild West films of 
Charlie and of Fairbanks ! 
* * * 


Ee is well worth living. The evenings in 

the Bois are cool and agreeable. One 
feels wonderfully fresh and eager for life 
after one’s lazy holidays. There is a sense 
of adventure and renewal in the air. One 
sees agreeable faces and alluring eyes. And, 
to be prosaic, Paris is getting ready with 
determination and energy to fight the high 
cost of living! Itis an agreeable prospect, 
for as things are one ponders muchly over 
ways and means. But we are going to 
be energétic, B’lovedest. You'll see.— 
PRISCILLA. 
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A LAST APPEARANCE. 
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MISS CICELY DEBENHAM 


“Who’s Hooper?” the new musical comedy at the Adelphi. 


Who has made another great success in one of the leading réles in 


We are able to announce that in this present 


from appearances, is happily a far-distant date 


hance, of which she makes the very fullest use. 


ig c 


b 


is given a 
pizce Miss Debenham is making her final appearance on the stage, as she contemplates retiring after it is over, which, judging 


Miss Debenham 


c 
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TAKING THOSE WATERS—UGH! 


Some Prominent Visitors to Harrogate. 


* 


ye 


TWO FAMOUS DANCERS AND THEIR HUSBANDS 


Madame Karsavina, Colonel Ragosin, Mr. Bruce, and “ Mile. Lydia Kyasht.” 


Colonel Ragosin, who fought and gained many 


honours with the Russian Army in the early part of the war, is the husband of “ Mile. Kyasht,” while Mr. Bruce, who is in the 
Diplomatic Service, is married to Madame Karsavina 


LORD READING AT THE SPA 


The Lord Chief Justice is spending the vacation at Harrogate, 

and is here seen talking to a friend after leaving the royal 

baths. We hope Lord Reading has had the comparatively 

innocuous ‘‘ Kissingen’’ water prescribed in preference to the 
more pungent sulphur variety 


MADAME KARSAVINA AND —& 
KYASHT ” 


Who are enjoying a well-earned rest at the famous Yorkshire 

spa after a long and successful season in the Russian Ballet at 

the Alhambra. They will be welcomed back to town in the 
forthcoming ballet to be presented at the Empire 


“MLLE. LYDIA 
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THE HEROINE OF “THE CHOICE” 
The New Play at Wyndham’s Theatre. 


l TMM uT 
Copyright nv U.S.A. £. O. Hoppe, Crom 


MISS VIOLA TREE 


An excellent portrayal of the social butterfly who ‘‘did her bit’? during the war to the music of a jazz band is achieved by Miss 

Viola Tree in “‘ The Choice,’? Alfred Sutro’s new play at Wyndham’s Theatre. The play turns upon the fact that discipline is as 

necessary in peace as it is in war. The hero is an employer who stands his ground against a strike, and makes his argument 
so convincing that even the strikers are in the end converted 
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With Silent Friends ; 


Here and Hereafter, 

HAVE just finished reading Alien Clarke’s book, “ The 
Eternal Question”’ (Dent), and once more the fact has 
been brought home to me that Spiritual Doubt is one of 
the greatest soul-tragedies of. human life. Better believe 

all or nothing. But to believe—and yet to doubt; to dis- 


believe—yet to hope, herein lies the inner torture of manya 
human heart. And it is a torture which is shared in by—oh, so 
many! Few people carry their hearts upon their sleeves; still 


fewer bare their Faith for all to see. As the heart carried upon 
the sleeve is apt to get bruised, so Faith which is openly de- 
clared is apt to get mocked at and decried. Life makes, as it 
were, the inner man unconscionably sly. The religious Faith of 
many a man and woman who kneel among the orthodox in 
church would surprise, maybe shock, the clergyman who from 
the pulpit is reiterating the articles of orthodox Faith. In the 
same way, the Belief in the hearts of those who never go to 
church would bring comfort to many a firm believer in the 
foundations of the Christian Faith. 
the time. Most of us are torn this way and that between a 
Faith which seems stronger than 
Reason, and a Reason which seems 
to undermine all Faith. Perhaps the 
greatest value of Allen Clarke’s book 
is that the author was at one time a 
scoffer—a scoffer at those things which 
later on he learnt to acknowledge and 
believe. “Is there another Life ?” was 
the one question he asked himself, and 
for so many sad, weary years the 


answer was, “ Ridiculous! . . . Im- 
possible ! No!” And yet, the 
time came when “doubt” began to 


waver, to be followed by a whole- 
hearted belief that the dead still live 
on, that they are able to communicate, 
under certain circumstances, with the 
living, and that the “key” which un- 
locks the dark secret of the Life Here- 
after is Love—in all its manifestations. 
The story of his Spiritual Belief is—as 
it is with most of us—the story of his 
inner life. For Faith so often comes 
through sorrow, and so rarely through 
the happy circumstances of the Every- 
day. In his early life Mr. Clarke mar- 
ried, and within four months of his 
wedding he was a widower. “ My bride 
and I thought the ‘next world’ a long 
way off for us two,’ he writes. ‘‘We 
lived in a rosy Eden exempt from 
disaster, death, and all the things which 
make life tragic. Then, ere we had 
been married four months, the black 
blow fell, and my life was like a garden 
suddenly devastated by an earthquake. 
In the morning my bride was alive and 
smiling; the same evening she was 
dead. Thus death struck into: my life for the first time.” 


* * * 


Faith Reached Through Bitterness and Loss. 
ooking back on one’s life, I always think it is so strange that 
just those blows of fate which logic would consider as 
certain to destroy such things as Faith and Belief, optimism and 
steadfastness of soul-vision, so many times provide their very 
foundations. How often those whose Belief ina Life Hereafter 
is the firmest have little reason to encourage that belief. We 
often find through sorrow, a happiness—no, not happiness, but 
a peace—which is enduring. When the waves of agnosticism 
and atheism have broken over our souls, the ebb tide is so often 
Faith and Hope. And, as we approach nearer’ and nearer to 
the time when, in the ordinary course of events, we so soon 
shall know, there creeps into our’ hearts a certainty that all is 
not ended with life, a belief which defies reason, and logic, and 
common sense, and which, to outsiders, often appears to be 
merely a clutching at straws. But these straws save us, and, 
through their means, we eventually reach the shore where 
d ubts cannot flourish and agnosticism gives way to a Faith 
which we feel more than we can actually define. 


H. H. Asquith’s 


So few people believe all - 


LADY CYNTHIA ASQUITH 


Who has given the unusual Biblical name of _ 


Simon to her baby boy. 
daughter of Lord Wemyss, and married Mr. 
eldest 
Asquith, who is a barrister and held a com- 
mission in the Gunners throughout the war 
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by 
Richard Ming. 


Communications from the Dead, 
e he Eternal Question” is a book which, as it were, tells the 
story of one man’s eventual belief in the reality of an 
afterlife through means which ordinary people would consider 
destructive of Faith and Hope, even the Love of God. After 
the tragic loss of his first wife, the author eventually married 
again, and although at that time he scoffed at the continuance 
of life after death, both felt that in their courtship and in their 
marriage the first wife was with them, watching over then, 
loving them all the time. ‘‘I hada feeling,” he writes, ‘“ that 
V—— was always, unseen, with me and E when walking out 
together ; nay, more, I had a feeling that V had somehow 
directed me to E——. Of course, as I have just said, this may 
have been all poetic fancy; or I imagined it so because I wished 
itso. But as I did not believe in spirits, I do not see how I 
could have wished it so. When the notion occurred to me that 
V—— was smiling approval on the courtship of E—— and 
myself, I smiled at it. But one night I found, in the course of 
conversation with E , that she had the same impression; 
and though not frightened, she was certainly awed.” 
* i * 

Spirit Communications. 
E , the second wife, must always 

have been what people call 
“ Dsychic,” however. Later on, she de- 
veloped into a really wonderful medium. 
Without any warning whatsoever she 
would suddenly fall into a trance, a 
state in which she would be unconscious 
of everything and everybody around 
her; and yet her mind was not asleep, 
since all the time her eyes would be 
open as if seeing things and people 
unseen by those who watched ‘her. 
She would talk to these unseen peorle, 
describing men and women, long since 
passed away, whom she had never 
known—whom she could never have 
known. She would talk with them and 
they would talk with her; and yet, 
when she regained consciousness, she 
would have no recollection of anything. 
As a girl she had shown no symptoms 
of the kind. The author, her husband, 
explains it thuswise: “ Perhaps neither 
she nor I alone could have become 
actively ‘mediumistic’: but both tcge- 
ther made one good channel, or circuit, 
of communication. The spirit of V—— 
(the first wife), knowing this, brought 
us together in matrimony, and then she 
and other spirits, including Dr. R——, a 
great friend of mine,and Mr. W , an 
inventor, set about preparing my wife 
to receive their communications. My 
wife’s first ‘faints’ and falls, which 
puzzled and alarmed me, were the first 
stages of their operations to ‘control’ 
and develop her.’ And it must not be forgotten that all this 
time the author himself was bitterly antagonistic to the tenets 
of spiritualism. And not only was he antagonistic to them, but 
he was also writing against spiritualists, scoffing at them, utterly 
ridiculing the belief that communication between the dead and 
the living was possible. 


* % * 


Lady Cynthia is a 


son, Mr. Herbert 


The End. 
et, in spite of himself, as it were, but nevertheless surely, 
the evidence which his wife gave of another world while 
in these trances convinced the author that life after death is 
not a dream but a certainty—a wonderful and glorious certainty. 
Once having achieved communication with his first wife, his 
little boy, who was killed under tragic circumstances when he 
was a child, and with his ‘‘ dead” friends, he was able not only 
to believe without any shadow of doubt of the existence of 
Another World, but also to build up a whole explanation of that 
other world and its connection with this one. ‘I saw amid the 
majesty and mystery of the circling spires how human beings 
came into existence—how they were born. There was, first of 
all, amid the darkness, beginning to glow towards colour, an 
(Continued on p. 400) 
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I ’aven’t got any English mutton, Mrs. Westscott 


Butcher : 
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’Aven’t. yew, Mr. Passmore? Wull, will yew please tew pick me out a nice little piece o 
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WITH SILENT FRIENDS—continued. 


eiernal vital spark, or germ, really invisible, and only making 
itself partly and imperfectly visible by becoming rarefied material 
nucleus of that still more ethereal stuff called spirit.” This 
germ— the eternal monad,’ he calls it—is roughly a human 
shape, and these shapes gravitate towards lovers and married 
people. “A human being is thus a materialisation or manifesta- 
tion of a spirit form; gross matter built upon an etherealised 
outline—so rarefied that it is invisible (mostly) to our eyes. The 
spirit-monad, working in earthly materials to build up a human 
body, is, of course, restricted by the properties of matter as we 
know it, and bound by the laws of gravitation. . . . Our 
human body, then, is but an earthly and temporal manifestation 
of this spirit-monad, which, when the body “ dies,” is free again 
and (I suspect) for a time, while the shell of the clay still clings 
to it, visible as what we call ghost, or spirit. We are ghosts 
before we are born, as we are ghosts after death. We have 
always been spirits, and always shall be spirits.” And one of 
the greatest comforts of this creed lies in the fact that, how a 
man or woman develops here on this earth so he shall carry 
on that development in the world 
which lies invisible around us. Thus 
nothing is wasted, nothing is lost. 
There is ne such thing as “not 
worth while,’”’ since as we develop 
all that is best in us here, so we can 
continue to develop ourselves when 
our spirit lives unconfined and 
free. I am bound to say that to 
me there is more living, vital force 
in such a belief and faith that in 
all the orthodox theology in the 
world. For it gives to a man a 
certain pride in himself, an en- 
couragement and an inducement to 
do right, not because it is likely to 
receive reward in the next world, 
but because, as we develop here 
on earth, so we shall start to 
develop further hereafter. This 
seems to be an inspiring and, as 
it were, a_ self-respecting ' belief. 
That such a book as “The 
Eternal Question ”’ will make even 
scoffers pause to think is certain, 
even though they go on their way 
not entirely convinced—even as 
Iam doing myself. It will surely 
bring comfort to those thousands 
of mothers, fathers, _ sisters, 
brothers, and chums who mourn 
a “dear one” killed in the prime 
of life and in the midst of youth 
and happiness. And this object 
—to bring comfort to the sorrow- 
ing—was the great inducement 
which lay behind the publication ° 
of this arresting little book. There 
is a “Foreword” written by Sir 
Arthur Conan Doyle. 
* * * 

The Lure of Eternity, 
I wish that Mr. Joseph Lucas, 

whose delightful little volume 
of essays, “‘ Lures of Life” (Fisher Unwin), I have just been 
reading, had written one on the Lure of Eternity; or, rather, 
the Lure of the Life Eternal. He could make a very interest- 
ing and charming essay upon it—as charming and as interesting 
as he has made on “The Lure of Life’s: Afterglow,” “ The Lure of 
Self-Denial,” “ Jesus Christ the Lure of the Ages,” “The Lure 
of the Living Word,” and “The Lure of the Eucharist.” All 
tirough my secret desire to know more—since by knowing more 
I might be eventually led to believe all—of the real solid 
foundations of a belief in spiritualism as apart from the table- 
turning and other kindred unimpressive conjuring tricks, I am 
so afraid that my belief may be founded not on undeniable 
and real manifestations, but on what I will call ‘‘ The Lure of 
the Life Eternal.” I want to believe, but I dread to think that, 
by continually crying “I want to believe,” I may eventually 
convince myself that I do believe. I want to be convinced 
against my will, as it were. I do not want the “ Wish to be 
father to my Faith.” I do not want to be “done.” SoI go 
steadily—too steadily maybe. There are so many “lures” in 


MRS. A. DE PORTAL KINGSMILL 


Is the beautiful wife of Lieut.-Colonel Andrew De Portal 
Kingsmill of Sydmoreton Court, near Newbury, where 
she entertains largely for the races there. 
mill, who is very fond of tennis and other outdoor games, 
is the daughter of the late Captain Johnson, 64th Regiment. 
Colonel Kingsmill was on active service with the Buffs 
during the war, and also served with the Grenadiers 
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life that I dread to follow the “Lure of a Life Hereafter,” for 
fear that we may only live once—and the lures of life, so many 
and so enchanting, shall not be followed whither they may lead. 
And Mr. Lucas, for example, writes so delightfully and so wisely 
of these “lures” of life. ‘‘The Lure of Life’s Afterglow” is 
charming—though it strikes me as being Age, not in its often 
too-prosaic fact, but in its more poetic beauty. One needs to 
be so wise to enjoy Youth; one needs to be so infinitely more 
wise to enjoy Old Age. And the essay, “ Jesus Christ the Lure 
of the Ages ’’—how true it is! and how most charmingly written, 
how pungently expressed! “Verily the time has now come that 
the good of the Church be careened, and the foul accretions of 
medieval theology stripped off and the solid copper bottom of 
truth flash clean and bright in the sunlight, and the truth as it 
is in Jesus recover its splendour and power as in days of the early 
Church. ,His teachings shall yet win men to righteousness, and 
the fruits of His lips bring peace and joy to those who believe on 
His name. The words of Christ have a future before them in 
moulding the growing goodness of the world and in solving the 
hard problems of social reform 
which vex humanity. . Saves 
Jesus Christ is the true Political 
Economist, but He taught far in 
advance of His times—truth always 
marches a bit ahead of us.” 


* * * 
Thoughts from ‘‘ Lures of Life.” 
“*(“hurchman’ is really only the 

trade name for a man who 
believes in the State Church. To 
be a churchman is good enough 
for some people.” 

“Tt is more important a man 
should start by mending himself, 
and his circumstances will quickly 
mend themselves.” 

“Labour has not yet won its 
charter of rights, because it has 
neglected to perform its réle of 
duties.” 

* * * 
‘Wanderings in Italy.” 

I might as well declare at once 

that M. Gabriel Fauré’s book, 
“Wanderings in Italy” (Heine- 
mann), is one of the most en- 
chanting books of its kind that I 
have read for years. And some- 
how or other it seemed all the more 
delightful since, for so many years, 
we have put from our minds all 
that Italy stood for in beauty and 
antiquity, in romance, and as the 
background of so many of our 
dreams. Moreover, the book is by 
no means of the stereotyped order. 
M. Fauré’s wanderings took him 
to places where even the most 
ardently devoted traveller has rarely 
visited, and places of which the 
majority of us have never even 
heard. And this makes it all 
the more delightful, and, I must 
add, gives one that great restlessness which the Germans sum 
up so perfectly in the word, “ Wanderliist.”” Even of such well- 
known places as Como, Bellagio, Parma, Rimini, Verona, Tyrol, 
Friuti, and New Italy he has something new and delightful to 
tell us, while such is the charm of his writing that even the old 
familiar places seem to possess all the glamour of novelty and 
a freshly discovered beauty. 


From a bicture by John Sargent 


Mrs. Kings- 


SECOND VOLUME (NEW SERIES) 


“WITH SILENT FRIENDS” 
BY RICHARD KING. 


“Tn this second series of essays, ‘Richard King’ supplies us with the key to 
is little look-out tower, . . . Walking with his Silent Friends, the 
young essayist, while as conscious as any of us that life is full of peril 
and mystery, acts like a tonic, precisely because he shares the'r emotions ; 
and the proof of his undesired leadership is afforded by the great success 


of his essays.""—" The Graphic. 


Price 6s, net, of all booksellers, or from the publishers, Messrs. 
Jordan—Gaskell, Ltd., Dean Street, Fetter Lane, E.C. 
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AT THE RECENT VICE-REGAL 


M. AND MADAME BLANCHE AN INTERESTING GROUP 
M. Blanche, the French Consul in Dublin, A snapshot at the Vice-regal garden party. The names, reading from left to 
and his wife, who were present at the Castle right, are: Mrs. Fowle, Mrs. Marsh, Mrs. Robertson, and Mrs. Lewis-Loyd 


GENERAL SIR RFREDERICK SHAW LADY GORMANSTON AND LADY 
WELDON 


Who is Commander-in-Chief of the Forces in Ireland, is here seen with a 
member of his staff, Captain Bury-Barry, and Mrs. Bury-Barry. General Lady Gormanston is a daughter of Lady 
Shaw has now fully recovered from his accident during the Belfast peace Butler, the famous painter of ‘‘ The Roll Call” 
celebrations and other works 
Photographs by Poole, Waterford 
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GARDEN PARTY AT DUBLIN CASTLE. 


ANOTHER SNAPSHOT SIR WILLIAM AND LADY DE COURCY WHEELER 
The Primate of Ireland, The Most Rev. Dr. J. B. Crozier, Sir William is a famous surgeon. His wife is a daughter 
Major Longfield, and Mrs. Parkinson of Lord Shaw of Dumfermline 


SIR WALTER AND LADY NUGENT MRS. RICHARD WYNDHAM-QUIN AND LORD 


POWERSCOURT 
Sir Walter Nugent takes a big interest in legislative and 
magisterial work in co. Westmeath, for which constituency Mrs. Wyndham-Quin is the wife of the heir-presumptive 
he was member of Parliament for several years. He is to Lord Dunraven. He is on Lord French’s staff. Lord 
also a director of a big railway in Ireland Powerscourt was on active service with the Irish Guards 


Photographs by Poole, Waterford 
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A SCENE FROM “ PETROUSHK:é 


The Diagheleff Russian Ballet, after a season of unparalleled success at the Alhambra, is now to be transferred to the Empir 
which the three animated puppets, the dancer (Lydia Lopokova), Petroushka (Leonide Massine), and the Moor (Nicholas Z' 


Petroushka comes in 
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BY CLAUDE SHEPPERSON 


where it is certain that it will enjoy as great popularity. In our artist's sketch a scene from ‘‘Petroushka” is depicted, in 
eren) appear. . The dancer fascinates the Moor, but at the moment when he is about to make a declaration of his passion 


and interrupts them 
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AN ANIMAL LOVER. 
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: Miss Compton Collier, West End Lane, N.W. 
THE HON. MRS. HAROLD WOODHOUSE—AND FRIENDS 


The Hon. Mrs. Harold Woodhouse, who was married last year to Lord Torrington’s eldest son, the Hon. H. J. S. Woodhouse, 

was the widow of the late Mr. Guy Sebright, only son of Sir Guy Sebright. In the bottom picture Mrs. Woodhouse is seen with 

her horse, Cherry, with which she won prizes at the Richmond and Maidenhead horse shows. In the two top pictures she is 
seen with some others of her most intimate friends 
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DAUGHTER-IN-LAW OF FAMOUS M.F.H. 
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Bertram Park, Dover Street 


BAIRD OF ELIE 


MRS. 


Mrs. Baird of Elie is the youngest daughter ef Mr. and Mrs. Porter Porter of Belle Isle, Lisbellaw, whose son, the late Major 


Mrs. Baird’s husband, who is a lieutenant in 


th the 9th Lancers. 


ing wi 


. 


the 12th Lancers, is the only son of the late Mr, Baird of Blie, who was one-time master of the Cottesmore Hounds 


Archdale Porter, D.S.O., was killed in 1917 when serv 
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Vinolia Baby Soap. 


Royal Vinolia Cream. 
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Vinolia Baby Powder. 


Royal Vinolia Talcum Powder. 


Royal Vinolia Tooth Paste. 


Royal Vinolia Vanishing Cream. 
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IN “THREE WISE 
FOOLS.” 


Miss Compton Collier, West End Lane, N.W. 


MISS MARGARET BANNERMAN 


As the charming if somewhat irritating ‘“‘legacy’’ of ‘‘ Three Wise Fools,” Miss Margaret Bannerman is providing excellent 

entertainment at the Comedy Theatre with her hero-husband, Mr. Pat Somerset, to whom she was married last month, ‘“ Three 

Wise Fools’? would appear to be following the precedent of the many American importations within recent recollection and 
scoring as big a success in London as it did ‘‘ over there”’ 
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now running merrily at the Ambassadors. : 2 
“Back Again,’’ with its mirth, sentiment, and pathos, provides the best entertainment of its type in London. 


MISS LEE WHITE AND HER DAZZLE COSTUME CHORUS 


Miss Lee White and her satellites have never appeared in more fascinating form than in “Back Again,” the intimate song-show 


(No. 952, SEPTEMBER 24, 1°19 


Miss Lee White’s exquisitely expressive voice and face hold an inimitable charm, and 


The above photo- 


graph shows Miss Lee White with her extremely pretty attendant nymphs in bathing costumes of which the gloomiest dean 


The Adelphi. , 


and Mr. W. H. Berry—there you have a description of the 
new musical comedy, Who’s Hooper ? in a few words. I write 
““Mr. W. H. Berry’’ in italics for a purpose—not because 
the new piece isn’t amusing and delightful in every other way, but 
Mr. Berry absolutely surpasses himself as the unfortunate hero who, 
through a railway accident, loses his memory and finds himself, as a 
consequence, almost a trigamist, and a suspected criminal into the 
As everybody knows, the musical comedy is founded upon 


Centar. music, delightful scenery, a most excellent plot, 


bargain, 
Pinero’s old farce, In Chan- 
cery, and, although I never 
saw it in its original form, it 
makes one of the most amus- 
ing musical comedies which 
has been produced for years. 
The last scene of all is an 
interpolation, but, for musical 
comedy purposes, it is every- 
thing it should be. For it gives 
Mr. Berry the opportunity to 
appear as a sailor in disguise 
and as a professional diver— 
two réles which he makes so 
irresistibly comic that the piece 
ends on some of the loudest 
laughter of the evening. And 
not the least delightful thing 
about Who's Hooper? is that 
the story and the musical 
numbers all blend so harmo- 
niously together that they never 
once interfere with each other. 
Of the musical numbers, ‘‘ The 
Wedding Jazz ’’ is certain of 
immediate popularity; while 
the quartette, ‘‘There’s an 
Angel Watching Over Me,”’ 
the two duets, ‘‘ It’s Nice to be 
Home Once More”’ and 
‘‘ Wonderful Love,’’ and the 
nautical song at the end, which 
Mr. Berry sings so comically, 
are all humorous as well as 
tuneful. There are other 
musical numbers, too, which 
are quite charming, but then, 
one of the most remarkable 
things about the new piece 
happens to be that there isn’t 
one musical ‘‘ dud’’ in it from 
beginning to end, while the 
finale to the first act is worthy 
of comic opera. Mr. Ivor 
Novello. and Mr. Howard 
Talbot have rarely been more 
happily inspired, and certainly 
two composers have rarely 
blended so uncommonly well. 


could not complain 


The Plot and the Acting. 
purposes. 


a railway accident. 


Stage Photo Co, 


LEE WHITE AND GUY LEFEUVRE 


It is “Better to be a bad man’s hobby than a good man’s habit,” 

says—or rather suggests—Miss .Lee White in her latest production, 

“Back Again,” visiting which may easily become both a hobby and 

a habit irrespective of the class to which we may belong. Mr. Guy 

Lefeuvre cleverly displays his versatility in a variety of characters, 

and “Guy” and “Lee” are together responsible for several 
enchanting musical numbers 
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JANG I said before, the plot is an excellent one for musical comedy 

Rarely has the embarrassment of a lost memory 
been turned to soamusing an account. Mr. Hichens was the victim of 
Unconscious, he was carried to the hotel kept 
by a certain Mr. Mortimer Rudd—a most choleric old gentleman. 
Unfortunately, when they carried him there, they dressed him in the 
overcoat of a certain Valentine Hooper, whose card Mr. Hichens 
discovered in the pocket when he recovered consciousness. 
although he was quite well, his memory of everything previous to the 


Alas ! 


accident was a blank. Natu- 
rally, therefore, he thought 
that he must be Valentine 
Hooper; though who Valen- 
tine Hooper might be— 
whether he was a criminal, a 
liar or merely an M.P., a 
Bolshevist or merely a Pussey- 
foot—he had not the faintest 
idea. What worried his host, 
however, was the fact that the 
patient hadn’t paid his bill. 
There was only one thing to 
do, therefore. If ‘‘ Valentine 
Hooper ’’ married Miss Nancy- 
Rudd, old Rudd would make 
him a partner. So the mar- 
riage was arranged. But alas! 
on the wedding morning the 
real Valentine Hooper turns 
up. Also he brings along with 
him Mrs. Valentine Hooper, 
though he pretends to be her 
servant, seeing that she is a 
ward in Chancery and he is 
wanted by the police. Well, 
you can imagine the situation 
when the real Mrs. Valentine 
Hooper, in order to save her 
husband from the detective 
from. Scotland Yard, who has 
appeared upon the _ scene, 
asserts that Mr. Hichens, the 
supposed Valentine Hooper, is 
her husband. And, of course, 
he, poor man, can’t deny it, 
because he can’t remember. 
So he follows his supposed 
wife to some lodgings at the 
seaside which happen to be 


kept by his real wife, Mrs. 
Hichens. Well, of course she 
won't believe in the ‘‘lost 


memory ’’ story, because her 
husband recovers it so soon as 
he is once more back in his 
own home. Still less will she 
believe it when Miss Nancy 
Rudd comes along with the 

(Continued on fp, 2ii 
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he well-known American actress, Miss 

Fanny Ward, tells many stories re- 
garding her theatrical career. In a sketch 
she was once playing in she wore jewels 
worth £50,000, and she employed an armed 
detective to take her jewellery to her 
dressing-room every night, and after the 
show was over to carry it back to the 
depository at the bank. Once when Miss 
Ward was returning from a tour she left 
her bag, containing all her jewels and 
£2,000, under a seat in the public dining 
hall of an American hotel. Luckily it was 
found by a waiter and put in the safe. 
“But,” says Miss Ward, ‘“‘you can guess 
just how scared I was,” 


* * * 


He was a suburban amateur gardener, 

whose pride in his minute garden 
was a great bore to his friends. One day 
he took a visitor round his retreat, ex- 
patiating at length on the three or four 
rose trees, pocket shrubbery, the summer 
house which two could almost enter at 
once, and the tiny fountain, in the basin of 
which sported a couple of goldfish. The 


“LORNA AND TOOTS” 


Lorna and Toots Pounds are two of our most popular variety artists. They are 
touring with Mr. Lew Lake’s comic sporting production, ‘‘ Pretty Peggy,” in which 
they gain high honours for their merry and bright singing, dancing, and mimicry. 
“Toots” is seen about to “take a header,’”’ whilst ‘“‘ Lorna” displays a preference for 
her Kingsbury scootamotor, which is shortly going to appear with them in a “turn”? 


book, “‘The Better Yarn.” “A man lay very ill, and 

his soft-hearted wife consoled him. ‘Now, love,’ she 

said, ‘what ud’ee like to eat?’ ‘I dinna want aught,’ 
he feebly replied. ‘Aye, have a bit of summat; it will doo thee 
good,’ she persuaded. ‘Noa, noa; I’m not for wanting aught.’ 
he repeated. ‘ But oor Joe, thee moost,’ she went on. ‘Doctor 
chap says as tha con ’ave aught as tha’d fancy’ The poor 
patient leaned over and a bit of light came into his heavy eyes 
as he gently sniffed a little. ‘Well, well,’ he said, ‘if A moost, 
A moost. A think A’ll’ave a bit of that there bil’d ’am ther 
cooking.’ ‘Nay, nay,’ she said quickly, though sorrowfully, 
‘tha cannot have that. That’s fer the funeral.’” 


* * * 


Te following story comes from Mr. Arthur Greening’s 


JAN certain City man used to tell a story against himself. ‘I 

went one day,” he said, “to see a busy man in the City, 
and being very interested in my business I am afraid I talked 
rather at length and perhaps consumed a good deal of his time. 
Presently the telephone on his desk rang and he picked up the 
receiver. ‘All right, in a minute,’ he said; ‘I will be with you 
almost immediately. I am busy with a gentleman now, but we 
are about through.’ I started to hurry my final remarks, but I 
became so interested again that I talked longer than I intended. 
Again the telephone bell rang, and he picked up the receiver. 
“Yes, I’m coming,’ he said, and turning to me he continued, 
‘I have an appointment on the floor above, so I must ask you 
to excuse me for a few minutes.” He then went out of the 
room. As I was anxious to say a few more words I waited. 
Several times I thought I heard someone approach the door 
through which he had gone, but ten minutes passed without 
his returning. I paced up and down the floor, and in my 
journeying I suddenly noticed a button at the end of his 
desk where his hand had rested, and out of curiosity I 
touched it. To my surprise the telephone bell rang. I made 
an examination, and discovered that the telephone was con- 
nected with nothing but that button, and realised that he had 
rung it to get rid of me. Needless to say I sneaked out as 
quickly as possible.” 


a 


lo 


long-suffering guest endured it patiently until 
he was asked to admire a_ twenty-foot 
vista.” “The ‘grounds’ are very hand- 
some,” he said blandly, “ but all the same 
I think you might improve them consider- 
ably.” “In what way?” asked the owner 
in a tone of wounded pride. “‘ Well, if I 
were you,” suggested the other, ‘I should 
take a strip off that flower bed, say four 
inches wide, turf it over, and convert it into golf links,” 
* * * 

A well-known actor was once playing the part of a persecuted 

guardian of an orphan heir. His pursuers are on his 
track, bent on killing him and securing the inheritance. Fora 
long time he manages to elude them, but at last he is seized 
and thrown into a room, the three doors of which are then 
locked and _ bolted. 
On recovering he 
rushes to each door 
in his endeavour to 
get away, only, of 
course, to discover 
them locked. One 
evening, however, as 
he ran to the third 
door, it opened readily 
at the first effort. 
Not to be outdone, 
the actor shut it with 
a bang, gasping out 
in tones of deepest 
despair, ‘‘ Locked!” 
Needless to say, the 
house rocked with 
laughter. 

* #* 

man who had had 

experience of 
both fishermen and 
golfers was once 
asked his opinion as 
to the comparative 
veracity of the two 
classes of sportsmen. 


Campbell-Gray 


AND THE SCOOTAMOTOR “ 


Claude Harris 


MISS MARIE BURKE 


Is the pretty wife of the famous Covent 


He replied  signifi- Garden tenor, Mr. Thomas Burke. She 
cantly, Fishermen appears in a principal part in ‘‘ Afgar,’’ 
are liars, but golfers the new musical extravaganza, which 
—oh, ye gods! !!!” was produced at the Pavilion last week 
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JoHNNIE Waker: “A prophet is without honour in his own country.” 


Amateur Strratecist: ** Nonsense | Johnnie Walker is as popular in Scotland 


as it 1s in every other part of the world.” 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, Ltp., Scotch Wuisxy DIsTILiErs, KILMARNOCK, SCOTLAND. 
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THE MERMAID INN, RYE 


Our photograph shows the world-famous Mermaid Inn at Rye, Sussex, so well known 
and loved of motorists, which is shortly to be sold by auction. The inn dates from 
1450, and contains much valuable oak panelling, beamed ceilings, and Tudor fire- 
places, and is considered one of the finest pieces of old-English domestic architecture 


in existence 


A Perpetual Motor Show. 
HO wants to bother themselves with the stuffiness and 
\ X / crowds of Olympia when every warm evening; for a penny 
(paid to representative of the Office of Works for hire of 
a chair), you can see a far more interesting motor show 
in Hyde Park. Especially just now, when the constant procession 
of cars of all grades, from the humble Rolls-Royce, carrying the well- 
dressed starting-price bookmaker from Pall Mall to his mansion in 
Lancaster Gate, to the dignified Ford, conveying a peer from the 
House of Lords to his train at Baker Street, is occasionally punctuated 
by a genuine post-war model, the envy of all beholders. Here, also, 
you shall see the glittering, rejuvenated body of the faithful ten-year- 
old, knock-kneed at its front wheels, wheezy in its gears and sloppy 
in its steering, but very proud of itself in its new suit of paint. And 
well it may be, having entered the service of a profiteer at a price that 
made its original cost look like a tram-fare. The quasi-gordon- 
watneyised. Kempton outcast is not wanting, but only reveals its 
identity to the expert eye, for the chassis that lugged an overloaded 
ambulance is now camouflaged with a sporting body ; the property of 
a genuine knut who has burst his gratuity upon the outfit, wonders 
where the next set of tyres is going to come from, can’t afford the 
petrol for a trip into the country, but is out on the Hyde Park Corner- 
Marble Arch stunt with the pride of possession written large all over 
him. The W.R.A.F. on the clattering side-car motor cycle rattles 
by with a fine disregard to the 12-miles-speed regulation, only to 
be passed, as though she were standing still, by a~U.S. Army 
Cadillac, fat in the tyre and silent, silent as the telephone of him 
who has long neglected to send the G.P.O. a cheque—aye, silent even 
as the telephone of him who wants to use it very urgently. These are 
only a few samples; to describe or touch upon half of all you can see 
in half an hour would fill THE TATLER from. cover to cover, anda 
full catalogue would be a life-work. Especially if it dealt with the 
Commercial Motor Show that careers along the 
shady background of Park Lane. ’Bus, taxi, 
delivery van, lorry, water-cart, fire-engine, box 
sidecar, steam waggon, trailer, and all, hurry in 
a ceaseless stream past the dull-eyed houses of 
Palestine Avenue. A gallant sight, my masters 
—especially when you've another fortnight to 
wait for your own long-expected post-wartorcar. 
* * * 

What About Huts ? 
ie Wieere do they all go to?’’ is a matter 
upon which the romantically inclined 
may muse. ‘‘ Where are they all going to find 
garages?’ is a practical point that immediately 
suggests itself to the prosaic philosopher who 
perceives that this formidable stream of cars 
will ere long make but an eddy in the oncoming 
torrent of huge production. I don’t know 
whether H.M. Government are doing a roaring 
trade in their. converted hut-bungalows at a 
price that few but profiteers could afford—some- 
how or other the powers-that-be don’t seem 
to have cottoned to the bargain basement idea 
as yet—but I would respectfully submit that 
army huts might very well be turned into 
garages capable of holding six to eight cars, 
for the erection of which space could be found 
in hundreds of parts of London with, I imagine 
no great difficulty. The fact is garage accommo- 
dation is becoming exceedingly scarce and, what 
follows as a natural sequitur, woefully dear. 
Think yourself lucky if you can get a respect- 
able lock-up anywhere in the west for less than 
a couple of Senior Bradburys per week. Why, 
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PETROL VAPOUR 


By Captain W, G. Aston. 


I know of one man who, by a heaven-sent chance, found good 
accommodation about a couple of miles from his house, and 
cheerfully taxies or takes a bus out tohis car. And I’ve heard 
of another who runs his into the drive of a neighbour’s house, 
and pays quite a nice little sum for the privilege of leaving it 
out in the open. ‘The firm that sets about providing London 
with a system of really good garages offering accommodation 
at reasonable rates, that doesn’t make one wait half-an-hour 
before one can get one’s car out, and that only employs 
‘““hands’’ which do not leave a dirty mark on the hood, is 
going to make a fortune in a style that will make the ordinary 
get-rich-quick policy seem like a bank-clerk’s prospects. 
* * * 

Aftermath. 
Her is a rather nasty blow for the people who have been 

tumbling over one another at Government car sales. It 
will cause alittle heart-burning here and there, but the Sun- 
beam people are thoroughly justified in their action. They 
have just issued an announcement to the effect that they 
decline to take responsibility for the many modifications of 
their original design introduced into Sunbeam cars which were 
manufactured for the Government in other firms’ factories, Standard 
spare parts do not fit the cars made under D.O.R.A., and the Sun- 
beam Company is therefore obliged to confine the sale of spares to 
motors of their own manufacture. The Disposal Board ought to 
make things like this clear at the time of sale, otherwise it is 
decidedly rough on the buyer—and equally rough on Sunbeams. 
One had not realised before that the Government was a motor-car 
designing concern. 


* * * 


Electricity and the Car. 
Ss to me the full electrical resources of the modern car have 
been by no means exploited. There is the ordinary range of 
lamps, of course, to which are added inspection lights, horns, cigar- 
lighters, etc. By the way, I notice that in the new Studebaker ‘‘ Big 
Six ’’ an electric lamp is fixed on the panel behind the driver's seat 
so that the rear well can be illuminated—an excellent idea. But 
there are lots of other things that can be done. For instance, what 
about foot-warmers for the winter, or even electrically-heated rugs 
contrived in the same manner as the up-to-date aviators’ clothing ? 
But practice is much better than precept. One of these fine days 
you will quite likely come across a very quiet little picnic party in 
some unfrequented Surrey corner. Male portion of party will be 
busily putting business correspondence, etc., on to a dictaphone 
connected by cable with the starting batteries, and from the same 
source female contingent will be drawing current for boiling water 
in the electric kettle and toasting toast in the electric toaster. The 
car engine will be contentedly ticking over, putting as much juice 
into the cells as the gadgettes are taking out. Very pleasant, 
very idyllic—but wholly practical. Take your business into the 
country is the motto, and this strikes me as being about the best way 
to do so. 


Hood, Moffat 


ON THE PEEBLESSHIRE MOORS 


The above group of the party comprising the guests at Mr. Arthur H. King’s shoot at Tweedshaws 
shows, reading from left to right: Back row—Mr. J. H. Bainton, Mr. Claude Shepperson, A.R.A.5 
front row—Mr. G. Hope-Johnstone, Mr. Arthur H. King, Mr. J. Wallace, Mrs. Arthur H. King, 
Dr, T. L. Johnston, Mr. Basil Hill. Mr. Claude Shepperson is the well-known artist whose work is 


so familiar in the pages of ‘‘ The Tatler” 
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MN 
che Wiliginway 
of Fashion 


Brooke. 


besques worked in black - and - white 
soutache. The characteristic feature of 
a black velvet dress was an apron of gold- 
and-black brocade with touches of green 
at the waist; the short sleeves were slashed 
in front, thereby revealing the prettiest 
part of the arm. 


* *% * 


“The Great Day.” 
“The wedding dress worn by Miss Sybil 
Thorndike in The Great Day is 
decidedly fascinating. The fabricating 
medium is chalk-white charmeuse drawn 
in at the hem and veiled with white net. 
Instead of the ubiquitous wreath she 
wears a white satin Dutch bonnet with a 
cluster of orange blossoms, finished with 
a priceless lace veil. Bonbon-pink crépe 
de chine has been employed for this clever 
actress’s dress in the first act, and suits 
her admirably ; the skirt is arranged with 
a tablier composed of alternate flounces 
of white lace and crépe de chine, the lace 
vest being flanked with bretelles. 


Gigi 
>, 


The Dignity of Fashion, 
OBODY can recall the gowns with 
the leg-of-mutton sleeves and the 
waspish waists or the bonnets 
which closely resembled the hoods 
of cabriolets without smiling and con- 
gratulating themselves that the modes of 
to-day are of a totally different character. 
A liberal education regarding the fashions 
for the forthcoming autumn and winter is 
a study of Redfern’s collection of models. 
Never has he wavered in his allegiance to 
“line,” although with the cunning of an 
artist hand he adheres to Fashion’s com- 
mands, and plainly shows that she is his 
slave and not his mistress. 
* % * 
Tailored Suits. 
(Checks and stripes have found favour in ¢ 
the eyes of this notable couturiére } 
in the domain of evening dresses. The 
arrangement of them is remarkable; 
there is no getting away from the fact 
that they are valuable ‘“‘aids” to 
difficult figures when skilfully mani- 
pulated. An interesting model was 


“Ermine,” 
says Fash- 
ion, and 
Straight- 
way the In- 
ternational 
Fur Store create alluring wraps of this 
pelt decorated with tails 


carried out in rust-red duvetyn; there was 
the full ‘‘ movement” about the hips which 
did not interfere with the graceful lines. 
The hem of the coat was decorated with 
pin pipings and stitching; a fur collar and 

cuffs completed the picture. 

* #* * 
Veritable Triumphs. 

eritable triumphs are the Redfern even- 
ing gowns. In the colour schemes are 
blended a softness and brilliance to which 
it is impossible to do justice, and the 
evening coats with which they are seen 
are appropriate frames. Lovely indeed 
is a mirage-green and silver brocade dress. 
From the loose - fitting cuirass bodice 
falls the graceful skirt with a soupcon of 
a harem movement; at the sides there are 
soft cascades of green net, and on the 
right side only there is a trail of asters. 
Rw Worn with this is a Kolinsky coat; the 
ee skins are worked to suggest sable, and the 
Ze SA's aig ETGh brocade lining—well, it is a joy. By the 
as becoming is this WY: the evening cloaks of brocades and ern ireaine 
natural Hudson Bay other lovely materials are lined with velvet. fox, and unlike \ 
wrap-stole. Sketched A demi-toilette of black satin had an general they | 
at the International abbreviated moyen-dge corsage of crush- fhe salons of 
Fur Store strawberry velvet decorated with ara- national Fur 


are of silver 
such things in 
are realised in 
the Inter- 
Store (See p. ii) 
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MDLLIE. 


ALICE 
DELYSIA 


The Famous Parisienne Artiste, 
who has won the hearts of 
all English Theatre - goers, 


writes us from ‘The London Pavilion ” :— 


“TI have been comparing your necklace with my own beautiful pearls, and 
really it is very difficult to say which are the real and which are yours. I must 
congratulate you upon their excellence.” (Signed) ALICE DELYSIA. 


Cyiww Peaus 
ARE WORN BY THE LEADING ARTISTES AND LEADERS OF SOCIETY. 


BY THOSE WHO OWN REAL PEARLS AS WELL AS THOSE WHO DO NOT. 


OUR UNIQUE OFFER. 


You may have Ciro Pearls on approbation for One Week. 
We will send you a Necklet, a Ring, or any Jewel with Ciro Pearls on receipt of £1-1-0 


Put it beside any Real Pearls or any other Artificial Pearls, and if it is not equal to the 
genuine, or superior to the other Artificial Pearls, return it to us, and we will refund your 
money. 


Our Provincial Customers may send their Orders by the Post, and will receive the same 
attention as if they called upon us personally. 


OUR NEW ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET No. 8 WILL INTEREST YOU. 


Our Only Address now is 39, OLD BOND STREET, W. 1 (Just off Piccadilly), First Floor only. 


We have No Shop. (Telephone: Gerrard 3077.) CIRO PEARLS, LTD. (Dept. 8). 
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TWEE BWIGHWAY OF FASHION—continued. 


Furs of Regal Magnificence. 
“I*here could be no more illuminative 
experience on the subject of furs 
than a visit to the International Fur Store, 
163, Regent Street, W. There are lovely 
representatives of all the precious furs, three 
very striking examples of which “ Pen” has 
sketched on p. 416. There is the ermine 
wrap in the centre, generously trimmed 
with tails—no matter where the wearer 
appears she will be sure to be the cyno- 
sure of all eyes. No woman will attempt 
to refrain from worshipping at the shrine 
of the stole-cape of natural Hudson Bay 
sable—it is an excellent investment. 
Extremely beautiful is the silver fox 
set; it was on this pelt that Nansen 
set so great a price—it always holds 
an exalted position in the affections 
of the smart mondaine. Further- 
more, it is good news that in these 
artistic salons there are sets of this 
“precious” fur for £350. It must, 
however, be frankly admitted that 
there is a considerable amount of 
snow in their composition. 
* * a 
The Lure of Red Fox. 
“[ here is a barbaric splendour 
which has a certain allure 
with red fox; it has appealed to 
women who understand the art 
of dressing smartly. It is pleasant 
news that here red fox sets are 
to be obtained for £50 the set. 
A novelty to which attention 
must be drawn are skunk skins 
worked to suggest the skin of a 
fox; they are from £28, while 
muffs to match are £15. Every- 
one must write for this firm’s 
catalogue. 
* * * 
New Notes in Millinery, 
\ ith their usual grip of the 
modestic situation Harrods, 
Brompton Road, S.W., have brought 
out a charming brochure devoted 
to the velour hat. It seems almost 
incredible that there can be so 
many variations on a single theme. 
There is the large velour, the brim 
edged with wool stitching, its sole 
adornment being a tassel of silk and 


wool depending from the crown; it is 
£4 9s. 6d. Again, there are smaller hats 
with the brim pointed in front and 


slightly turned up. A furore of admiration 
has been aroused by the models with the 
drooping brim; they are decorated with 
ribbons with swivez-moi ends. It is many 
years since the latter conceit was accepted. 
Fifteen distinct styles are illustrated, and 
are trimmed in an infinite variety of ways. 


* * * 


Coats for Frosty Days. 
“|*he most gratifying appreciation is 
ever accorded the fur coats in the 
salons of Woolland Bros., Knights- 
bridge, S.W. Nowhere is the quality of 
grace and elegance better understood. 
Every coat is thoroughly reliable and dis- 
tinctive. Pictured is a superb mink coat, 
of which one may become the possessor 
for 650 guineas. The sleeves are cleverly 
worked, and the design of the coat leaves 
nothing to be desired. Furthermore, 
there is a veritable embarras de choix 
in mole and seal-musquash coat-wraps. 
Nutria coats have their charm enhanced 
with racoon, and those of seal-musquash 


with sable-squirrel. Smart and _ service- 
able seal-coney coats may be obtained for 
29 guineas, and then there is a well-nigh 
unending assortment of wraplets of this 
pelt. In response to the latest edicts the 
duvetyn and velour coats are trimmed 
with fur, and a fact which is worthy of 
note is that chiffon-velvet evening cloaks, 
lined with printed ninon, are marked at 
15 guineas. 


A HAND- 4 
SOME COAT && 


Of finest quality 
mink. At Wool- 
land Bros. ¢ 


Convent-made Lingerie. 
“Hor fashions may come and fashions 
may go, but I go on for ever,’’ may 
truly be said of convent-made lingerie. 
It is to be seen in many fascinating guises 
at Caroléne’s (24, New Bond Street, W.). 
All who are unable to visit this establish- 
ment must at once write for the profusely- 
illustrated catalogue ; it will be sent gratis 
and post free provided the name of this 
paper is mentioned. The garments, which 


ii 


seem to have been created by fairy 
fingers, are fashioned of madapollam, fine 
longcloth, cambric, nainsook, and lawn. 
A slight idea of the moderate prices 
which prevail may be gleaned from the 
fact that the nainsook camisoles are from 
5s. 6d., knickers from 6s. 9d., and cambric 
nightdresses from 12s. 6d. 
* * * 
Alliance of Art and Fashion. 
/\ visit to Liberty’s, Regent Street, W., 
forcibly emphasises the fact that it 
is possible to ally art and fashion without 
either losing; as a matter of fact, they are 
natural comrades. The evening 
cloaks are perfect poems. Imagine 
a model of black-and-gold brocade 
helped with black charmeuse lined 
with butter-colour satin, just the 
shade that is obtained indirectly 
from the milk of the Jersey cow. 
Another model was of penguin- 
grey chiffon velvet with burnous. 
draperies at the back and the coat 
effect in front. The entire scheme 
was lined with salmon-pink char- 
meuse. Warmly to be applauded 
are the burnous wraps to which have: 
been added imposing collars of silk 
chenille. Again, there are the re- 
versible cloaks in all colours, the 
Eileen and Nesta wraps. 
* * * 
The Art of Hairdressing. 
“There is nothing more important 
than a becoming coiffure. 
M. Vasco, 16, Dover Street, W., has 
made a life-long study of the art of 
hair-dressing. About a decade ago: 
he launched a permanent hair wave 
successfully. By his method the 
tresses retain their lustre and texture, 
and never become broken; the wave 
imparted is soft and natural, and 
it resists the frolics of the weather 
and sea air. M. Vasco gives an 
exact estimate of the cost, which, as 
will be readily understood, varies. 
according to the thickness of the 
hair. Now with reference to hair 
work, as it is technically called, he 
contends, and justly, that the secret 
lies in imitating Nature in its minu- 
test details. His transformations are 
adaptable to all changes of fashion. 
His brochure is of absorbing in- 
terest; it will be sent gratis and 
post free on application. 
* * * 
Welcome News. 
“[That Madame Helena Rubinsteim 
has returned from her sojourn 
in the States and may be con- 
sulted daily in her artistic salons, 
24, Grafton Street, W., is indeed 
pleasant news. Personally I can 
speak in the highest terms of praise of 
the preparations and treatments she has 
added to her battery of beauty. Standing 
out with special prominence is the Egyp- 
tian mask treatment, which can be easily 
accomplished at home. It is a powder 
which has to be converted into a paste, 
with which the face must be covered. It 
must be allowed to remain on for about 
an hour, and then removed by the aid of 
the special tonic. The result is perfectly 
marvellous; the tired and haggard appear- 
ance disappears from the face and the 
texture of the skin is greatly improved. A 
bottle containing sufficient powder to last 
quite a long time is a guinea. 
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No. 2.—Concerning 
Shopping. 


HOPPING nowadays is very 
like tight-rope dancing. You 
set out on the thin—oh! so 
thin !—line that stretches from 
your just-received dress allow- 

ance to the next instalment, and balance 
precariously over the awful gulf of post- 
war prices. It is a gulf, you know. — It 
swallows up one’s reluctant Bradburys, 
and grins. Do gulfs grin? At any 
rate, someone must be grinning some- 
where, don’t you think? Peace is 
really awful. 


Can you bear a sad tale? It’s the 
tale of acheque. No, it wasn’t forged or 
raised, or a temporary gentleman’s, or 
any of those things. It was a real 
cheque. 


At first sight it was a most miraculous and soul-satisfying cheque. I 
flung my arms round Uncle Jim and then bore it forth in triumph. 

Do you know that excess profits feeling? It's a kind of delirious 
and reckless joy induced just as easily by finding ten shillings in an 
old purse as by a thousand pound legacy. I think it is what happens 
to Government Officials and other like persons sent to try us. They 
become intoxicated at the thought of all the money there must be in 
the Treasury, and forthwith proceed to wallow in pink 
and buff forms and other luxuries of officialdom. 

I felt like that on my way from the bank with a fat 
little old wad safely tucked away in my bag. There was 
a little matter of silk brocade. And a few other little 
matters. Fringe, for instance. Do you infringe? You 
really should, you know. It’s essential even to the 
merest mere clothes. Suppose your dance frock seems 
inadequate. Surround it—with fringe. (Of course you 
can't train fringe to grow upwards. But that's another 
story.) 

Maybe you think I walked into the shop. You'd be 
wrong. I jazzed. Economy meant nothing in my young 
life. I'd roll myself in fringe if I took the notion. 

Two hours later a haggard wreck of womanhood 
crept through?the doors and anchored herself to a cup of 
tea in the nearest café. The Bradburys were still with 
her— most of them. ‘Cos why? 'Cos money's not every- 
thing. (Poets please copy.) No! If it's the right width, 
it’s the wrong colour, and they've given up making it, 
anyway. “i 

Tea and comfort arrived together. I took myself sternly in hand. 
‘Dorothy,’ I said, ‘‘ you've got to face this. It's no good trying to 
match things. It will come dearer, but you'll have to buy 'em all ina 
piece. And it won't run to more than half as many clothes as you 
thought it would. Thank your lucky stars you look well in the clothes 
you can buy.”’ 

That's not fair, of course. Whenever I'm told—as I often am—that 
I'd look well in any old sack, I say a mental ‘‘ Thank You"’ to my 
La Vida Corsets. It’s all very well if you're a Venus de Milo to drape 
yourself in cheese cloth with a ribbon round the waist—sweet and girlish 
sort of effect, y’know—but if you’re an ordinary human, the de Milo 
line has to be acquired. The La Vida is 
the surest way of acquiring it that J know. 
And I've studied the question. 

Go out to-day and acquire a La Vida 
Corset. Buy it if you must. Get someone 
to give it to you if you can. But get it. 
Get two—one for day and one for evening 
wear. Never mind if you have to cut outa 
new winter hat. A La Vida Corset means 
far, far more to your looks and your feelings. 


P.S.—Pretty well any Drapery House 
of repute can fit you with a ‘‘La Vida” 
Corset, but if you should experience any 
difficulty, just send a line to the Manageress, 
‘La Vida’’ Corsets (Styles Department), 
23, London Wall, London, E.C. 2, and she'll 
tell you the name of the agent nearest 
your place. 
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(1) WILL RAYMOND (Entertainer), 
(late) with H.M. Forces. 


I couldn't sleep at night, and Phosferine was recommended to me. After 
taking it for a week I felt myself gaining strength and in a very short time 
I was better than ever I had been before. Since taking Phosferine I have 
never been troubled with that languid and run down feeling.—39, Clarence 
Street, Colne, Lancs. 


(2) S. EDWARDS, 
(late) Middlesex Regiment. 


Suffering from a Nervous Breakdown, I saw a fellow using Phosferine 
Tablets, and I was recommended to try them and have never regretted it. 
Phosferine, I am glad to say, has very much cured me.—66, Morgan Street, 
London, E.16. 


(3) G. H. BLACKFORD, 
(late) Sapper, R.E. 


I had Malaria, and after nearly six months in Hospital at Salonika I came 
to England. I find that the depression and debility which follows Malaria can 
best be dealt with by using Phosferine, as it invigorates the nerves, and when 
the fever recurs the system is in better condition to resist it—Gandergreen 
Lane, Sutton. 


These ex-Service men declare that Phosferine assures them the 
vital force to “make good” in all kinds of work, under all sorts of 
conditions. Phosferine asserts its invigorating influence in civilian 
life just as strongly as when it enabled these men and thousands of 
comrades to outlast the tremendous nerve strain of the battlefields. 


When you require the Best Tonic Medicine, see that you get 


PHOSFERINE 


A PROVEN REMEDY FOR 


Influenza Neuralgia Lassitude Malaria 
Nervous Debility Maternity Weakness Neuritis Nerve Shock 
Indigestion Premature Decay Faintness Rheumatism 
Sleeplessness Mental Exhaustion Brain-Fag Headache 
Exhaustion Loss ot Appetite Anemia Seiatica 


Phosferine has a world-wide repute for curing disorders of the nervous system 
more completely and speedily, and at less cost, than any other preparation. 


SPECIAL BUSINESS NOTE Phosferine is made in Liquid 


and Tablets, the Tablet form 
being particularly convenient for BUSINESS MEN AND WOMEN 
TRAVELLERS, etc. It can be used any time, anywhere, in accurate 


doses, as no water is required. 

The 3/- tube is small enough to carry in the pocket, and contains 
90 doses. Your sailor or soldier will be the better for Phosferine— 
send hima tube of tablets. Sold byall Chemists, Stores, etc. Prices 1/3, 
3/-, and 5/- The 3/- size contains nearly four times the 1/3 size. 
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fact that owing to the abnormally dry time they have 
been having scent has been none of the best. However, 
let’s drink ‘‘ Fox ’untin’!’’ and wish them good and 
better luck, for they are a real sporting little pack. 


* " * * 


] t makes one itch all over writing about hunting again, 
especially as I had a horrible nightmare only the 
’ other night and dreamt that I had arrived for a hunt 
with the Cut ’Em Downs on one of the finest hunters 
that ever was lapped in leather, and found that I’d left 
my kit bag behind in the train, and that my host’s things 
wouldn’t fit even where they touched. Can you imagine 
anything more horrible? Also just after this I got a 
letter from a lady who, having read my note about 
‘*Staggers,’’ very kindly wrote and asked me to go 
down and havea hunt. As her letter is full of useful 
and quite feminine information I quote a bit of it :— 

‘* After reading of how much you would like to go 
stag-hunting, in this week’s TATLER, I feel I must ask 
you down for some. We go to Porlock on September 2 
to a cottage where we always have rooms, and there 
is a spare one for you if you would care forit. Also I 
know where you can hire good horses—it’s just opposite 
our front door—and I can promise you a decent hunt 
now there has been some rain. I think you would really 
enjoy it—the fun—the wonderful gallops and the people 
who hunt there. 

‘‘Anent (isn’t that the correct ‘journalese’) your 
story of the M.F.H. and the lady with the pink woollies, 
I wish that gentleman could be at any meet during the 
stag-hunting season and see some of the ladies out— 
breeches made by heaven knows who, the shortest of 
coats, and diamond earrings! And the questions they 
ask! The new secretary says he is going to write a book 
about some remarks he has heard—only no one would 
believe him. But it’s the greatest sport, anyway. I 
hear they had a twenty-mile point the other day with 


OPE® BRADLEYS 


Sole Proprietor H.Dennis Bradley 


Civil, Military & Naval Savors, 
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Sa 


Be Beautif~ul RaG 


W. A. Rouch 
LADY MURRAY 


Lady Murray is the wife of General Sir Archibald 
Murray, who has recently been promoted to that 
rankin recognition of his distinguished services. 
Lord Allenby paid a well-deserved tribute to 
what Sir Archibald Murray did in Palestine 
before he took over charge. Lady Murray is 
the daughter of Colonel W. Toke Dooner of 
Ditton Place, Maidstone 


THEY SMELL 


By H. DENNIS BRADLEY. 


HAT'S in a name?”’ : 
The Bard of Avon perpetuated this false platitude, and qualified it by 


OM 


a fair one. 
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FIRE—continued. 


only one check—doesn’t that make you want to join 
‘em? So if you do and you want to know where to find 
a bed—and that is a hunt if you like down Somerset 
way at present—let us know, and we will put you up 
and find you a mount. I’m looking forward frightfully 
to getting on a horse again and chasing something, 
and if there is nothing to chase, lying in the heather 
and looking thirsty at the people with full flasks! I 
suppose you could only come for a short time—didn’t 
you say you worked hard ?—but there is a very good train 
at one-something from Paddington and an eleven-some- 
thing back again. So I hope you will remember that 
there are lots worse things than Exmoor in September.”’ 


* * * 


A brobos things some of the fair sometimes do to 

M.F.H.’s, a rather good story was told me once 
about Lord L——e, when he had the Quorn and that 
simply priceless stud of chestnut horses (the only colour 
he will, I believe, ride—anyway, I’ve never seen him on 
any other bar once, I think, in Calcutta, when I gave 
him a ride on a grey at the time when I happened to be 
running the things called paperchases, which are the 
substitute for hunting in those parts). However, to 
the story! There was a knowledgable woman who was 
always butting in where she wasn’t wanted, and one day 
when hounds checked at a navigable arm of the sea 
and were feathering up and down the bank, she trotted 
up and said to his lordship, ‘‘ I’m sure he’s over ! "’ 

His lordship, who had been worried by her many 
times before, said: ‘‘ Think mot! Don't you know, 
madam, that a fox will never cross water with the sun 
on his back ?”’ 4 

Unless, however, ‘‘ Charles’’ was good at the back 
stroke or swam under water, I don’t see how it was to 
be managed otherwise, do you? Anyway, his lordship 
was right, as he usually was, and picked up his fox 
without the lady’s aid. 


NOT SWEET. 


‘© A rose by any other name would smell as sweet." 

To the ordinary man a woman is a woman and a rose is a rose, a beautiful 
blameless thing, with no blight in its heart. 

There are many definitions of man. The bureaucrats have but two: 
‘Man is a gullible animal '’ and ‘‘ Man is a taxable animal."’ ‘i 

But the bureaucrats and rulers know that everything is in a name. So 
they christened their tax ‘‘ Excess Profits,’’ and chuckled over a bottle of 


bonded whisky. 


To the ordinary man the mere name ‘‘excess ’' connotes all that is vile, all 
that is immoral, unprincipled, unholy. Visions of double—perhaps even treble 
—lives, of alcoholic orgies, harems and dope float before his eyes. 

But the ‘‘ excess profit tax’’ in peace time is drunken finance—Bolshevik 


finance. 
production. 
unemployment. 


It is crippling industry, thwarting development, and blockading 
It is the cause of inflated prices, 


It is one of the chief causes of 


It is a Tax on Trade, a Tax on Enterprise, a Tax on Development. And 
a Tax so high that in addition to the abnormal income tax and the present 
purchasing value of money it does not pay the business man to develop. 

No man of intelligence is going to risk the anxiety, the toil and energy, 


and the capital on a proposition so unsolid. 


It is neither logical nor human, 


Unemployment will continue until this tax is removed. 


* 


These notes are not written in a spirit of avarice. 


** * * * 
I can just manage to 


rub along without a Rolls-Royce, but it is irritating to have been compelled to 
provide so many for the Bureaucrats. 

When thirty-three officials in one ministry alone were supplied with motor 
cars at a cost to the public of £129,740 a year, how can a poor Taxpayer 
expect to do more than afford a Ford. 


* 


Pope and Bradley continue to supply clothes at sane prices. 
If the prices were higher, the Bureaucrats would take and 
squander the difference. 
from £14 14 0, Overcoats from £10 10 0. Riding Breeches from £5.15 6. 


virtue in this. 


To meet the many requests a reproduction of this Picture 
is now Published in colour, 17'' x 12" at I]- 


% * * * 
There is no 


Tweed Lounge Suits from £10 10 0, Dinner Suits 


TWO ESTABLISHMENTS ONLY. 


14 OLD BOND STREET. W. 


rR 
11:15 SOUTHAMPTON ROW WC 
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“BUY ONE!” 


When a dainty representative of womanhood makes this appeal 
with a winsomeness that renders denial impossible, she can always 
furnish conclusive reasons for her 
request. 


In the case of a Sizaire—Berwick 
Automobile, which is an admitted 
favourite with the fair sex, they are 
as follows: 


THE DIGNITY and grace of its 
contour is a fitting setting to her 
charming self. 


THE POWER of the engine is 
under such perfect control that she 
does not feel afraid of it. 


THE RELIABILITY of every 
part is subjected to such severe 
tests before leaving the factory at 
Park Royal that she has complete 
faith in the car as a whole. 


THE LOWNESS of running- 
cost, and the fact that the Sizaire- 
Berwick is completely equipped and 
ready for running before it passes 
into her hands, appeals to her on 
the score of practical economy. 


And the best is always the cheapest 
in the long run. 


Sat) POHICKUNG -) 


6 CECE CEN CENCE CECE CCE CEN CEN CEN CENCE) CE CEN CE CEN CEN CE CE CE CE CEN CENCE CEN & 


SIZATRE-BERWICK 
AUTOMOBILES 


6 CEC ED CED CECE CED CED CED CED CECE CED CECE CEN CE CE CEN CEN CED CEN (ENCE CENCE CEICED &) 


PHOTOGRAPHS AND SPECIFICATION OF THE SIZAIRE-BERWICK CAR WILL BE SENT ON 
APPLICATION TO SIZAIRE-BERWICK, LTD., DEPT. J1, PARK ROYAL, LONDON, N.W. 10,, 


Telephone 2499 Willesden 
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Vandyk 
MISS DOROTHY STURGIS 


Younger daughter of Mr. and Mrs. 
Henry Sturgis of 2, Chester Street, 
who is engaged to Captain George 
MacDonald, M.C., of the Gordon 
Highlanders 


Elliott & Fry 
MISS EDITH G. SCAIFE 


Daughter of Mr. J. Harper Scaife, 

LL.B., of Middle Temple, Barrister- 

at-Law, who is shortly marrying 

Major S. E. Martin, M.B., Barrister- 
at-Law 


Recently Announced. 
NE of the latest engagements is 
QO that of Sir John A. C. Campbell, 
Bart., of Kilbryde, Dunblane, 
Perthshire. He is to marry Miss 
Janet Moffat, the only daughter of Mr. 
and Mrs. James Moffat of Well Hall, 
Hamilton, Lanarkshire. 
Another recent announce- 
ment is the engagement 
of Miss Edith Raban to 
Lieut. - Colonel Lionel 
Fortescue Wells, D.S.O., 
R.E. (T.F.). . The bride- 
elect is the elder daughter 
of Brigadier-General Sir 
Edward Raban, K.C.B., 
K.B.E., and Lady Raban 
of 35, Elm Park Gardens, 
S.W. 


. 
* * 


Early Next Month in 
Town. 

t St. Luke’s, Red- 

cliffe Square, on 

Oétober 2, Lieut.-Com- 
mander Charles Parker 
is marrying Miss Agnes 
Spence, and on the 6th 
there is the wedding at 
the Guards’ Chapel, Wel- 
lington Barracks, | of 
Mr. Charles Smitb- 
Ryland of the Coldstream and Miss Leila 
Tollemache. 


Née~ Miss 


* * * * 


Last Day of This Month. 
mong the weddings announced for 
September 30 is that of Mr. H.C. 
Carlyon-Hughes and Mrs. H. Jeffcock, 
which is taking place at St. Michael’s 


usy Cupid 


MRS. E. B. SLOAN 


Phyllis 
marriage to Mr. 
Sloan, the son of Mr. L. G. Sloan, 
took place at the Parish Church 
ot St. Marylebone on September 18 


Weddings and 


Engagements. 


eo 


Church, Chester Square ; and also on the 
same day are those between Captain R. 
W.R. Scott and Miss Dorothy Blackett- 
Ord at Holy Trinity Church, Whitfield, 
and Captain Aubrey Edward and Miss 
Mabel Shepherd at Scoonie Parish 
Church, Leven. 

* * 
Further Engagements. 
| Bynes are also 

— announced between 
Major Paul Maltby, 
D.S.O., A.F.C., Royal 
Welsh Fusiliers, attached 
R.A.F., and Miss Wini- 
fred Paterson, eldest 
daughter of Mr. and 
Mrs. J. H. Paterson of 
6, Moray Place, Edin- 
burgh; Captain Arthur 
Pelly, 1/5th Batt. the 
Norfolk Regiment, fifth 
son of Canon R. A. 
Pelly of Wickham 
Bishops, and Miss 
Phyllis Henderson, elder 
daughter of Mr. and 
Mrs. A. Duff Henderson 


nape preeeR of Fernwood, Syden- 
Petit Spee ham; Major A. H. 

E B , 
DeiGealennt Gatehouse, M.C., 5th 
Fusiliers, and Mrs. 


Cowie, widow of Captain 
A. G. Cowie, 2nd Batt. 
Seaforth Highlanders. 
* * * 

In Calcutta. 
p[eke marriage between Mr. Philip 

Lemonand Miss Valentine Gordon- 
Smith is announced to take place shortly 
in Calcutta. The bride is the second 
daughter of Mrs. Gordon-Smith of 
Burnside, Prestbury, Glos. 


USELEY 


zs OLSELEY” AUTOCARS are being built in three models, as follows: 16/20 h.p 
(four-cylinder) ; 24/30 h.p. (six-cylinder) ; and 30/40 h.p. (six-cylinder). 


The equipment includes Electric Starter, Electric Lighting Set, spare wheel and 
tyre, valances, electric horn, speedometer, dash lamps, clock, folding luggage carrier, 
number plates, etc. 


WOLSELEY MOTORS, LTD., 
BIRMINGHAM. 
Proprietors : VICKERS, LTD. 
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Bassano 


MISS OLIVE STEWART-RICHARDSON 


Youngest daughter of the late Colonel 
Stewart-Richardson, who is to be 
married to Major the Maclaine of 
Lochbuie, M.C., late 15th Hussars, 


of Lochbuie Castle, Isle of Mull 


otk: 
Elliott & Fry 
MISS ENID DURRANT 


Second daughter of the Rev. Arthur 
and Mrs. Durrant of Leaverstock © 
Green Vicarage, Herts, who is marry- 
ing Mr. Charles H. Moore of Red- 
bourne House, near St. Albans* 


No. 952, SEPTEMBER 24, 1919] THE TATLER 


™ CNUNTRY A Zs 
cous! NZ 


——- 


[tt 
| I" 


Meine! 


mys, 


‘wee 


ones 


Drawing by Wilton Williams. 


Dri=ped lLeather’s Services 


: Z * Dri-ped Sole Leather is Waterproof, Double- 
No. 13.—The Queue Habit. wearing, Light, and Flexible. 


All the world has stood in queues; buying sugar, butter, meat, ceuation of “Army. reauirements onthe 
matches, has been at times similar to the method of securing Saag art mal ae iam ace 
a theatre seat; and war-time shortages have engendered a ITS ECONOMY is greatly accentuated by 
, “ i “ 5 Se 5 : ths high nee of onnneey, leather andS 
serious habit of “ Queue-crawling,’ which at the same time roobrent-»_Utiped Leathe: | saves] saolias 
has had the beneficial effect of demonstrating the remarkable CAUTION,—Insist on Dri-ped Leather soles, 

t reas f “D : d - S | Te t] Spt ey at ats Ettore Le mi ie 

= - a is stampe ever. ew inches on eac 
Wet-resis Ing power 0 fl pe or eee sole. Without it, the leather is a substitute. 


In case of difficulty, write to : 
Sole Proprietors DRI-PED LTD. BOLTON, LANCS. 
(Late Proprietors, Wm. Walker & Sons, Ltd.) © 
SRR EI REO ESSE 
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POLITICS. 


imported from America. The result will be that those 
countries whose currencies have depreciated will endeavour 
to buy as far as possible from other countries whose cur- 
rency has also suffered, and the trade routes may be to 
some extent diverted. It is to be hoped that the wisdom of 
financial experts of the world will evolve some remedy for 
the situation, but there is one, and only one, way out of the 
difficulty, and that is by great personal economy and largely 
increased production. 


> ‘e * 


THE TATLER 


PICTORIAL 


The Exchange. 

NE: of the most curious effects of the aftermath of the 
war is the way that the general public are beginning 
to understand how the problems of international 
exchange, which were simply Greek to them in the 

old days, affect their daily lives. Every country, and ours 
in particular, is dependent upon the things imported 
from abroad. These things have to be paid for, and if the 
currency of one country depreciates it naturally has to pay 
more of its money for the same value of goods. To-day we 
see the tremendous depreciation of the franc as compared 
with the sovereign, and what is vitally serious to us the : 
depreciation of the sovereign as compared with the dollar. M:: Lloyd George's speech at the City Temple last week 
Thus the French are tremendously handicapped when they : was another of his rhetorical efforts, but the country 
attempt to buy goods from us or America. If they buy From “The Evening News" feels the time has long since passed for fine words, and that 
from us at the present rate of exchange they have to pay 30s. A DISTINCTION WITH A DIFFERENCE py deeds alone the crisis through which the country is passing 
for every £’s worth of goods, while we on our part have to David: No, | haven't exactlydammed it can be overcome. Possibly the Premier is ‘‘ sparring for 
pay something like 233. for every £'s worth of material yet—but | never hesitate tocondemnit! wind '’ while he rearranges his striking forces. 


Words, Words! 


J\e \ BUILT A 
WORLD FOR, 
You, DEAR . 
iF lie. 


apn OD 
2a = “ Tr 

" Sp nts wih? 

See, Spies Tae Fan Was VERY 
MOS, Sueeerrro. But THE 


OX DEAR! 


From the “ Wahre Jakob, Stuttgart"’ From “ The Daily Graphic" 


Ree aN deere AUBADS LANDING Singer: It can't be my warbling they don’t like. It must be 


In Hades there are great reception preparations. The true 7a 
culprite of the sae are expected From ‘The Albany Press the piano 


ROADWORTHY. 


To say that a car is 
‘roadworthy ° means 
more to-day; far more 
than ever it did. Yet it 
is true of the “ Austin 
Twenty ” in every sense. 


THE “ARMY” 
EXPANDING WRISTLET 


Ideal for all Climates. Rustless and Cool. 


Bad as the roads may be, 
they are not so bad as the 


Solid silver with gold springs. Handsome, comfortable, and strongly made. Equally popular with 
Naval and Military men and Civilians. The gold springs—finely tempered and rustless—are of 


shell shatteced ae roads fost ee right censlontc hold watch and wristlet in any desired position without slipping or sliding. 
= Slackness is impossible. iedicd Stab 
which Austin cars have Willingly: sent oniappraval on receipt of remittance... Perit 3 Washo bes) 
: Smaller size for Ladies 5S ae ty Bch oe os £1 10 
traversed in safety. In 9-ct: gold, Gent's a As ae es es “s oe £5 10 0 
» oo» Ladies’ oe £4 10 0 


Also in 15-ct. and 18-ct. gold to order. 
Mention exact size of wrist and width of watch from shackle 
to shackle, and wristlet to fit you will be sent by return. 


THE WATCH THAT STOOD 
THE TEST ON EVERY FRONT 


The “Land and Water"’ Watch with luminous dial, as illus- 
trated, has earned a unique reputation for absolute reliability 
under the most exacting conditions on active service on every 
front during the Great War. Both Naval and Military men 
testify that its mechanism is so perfectly adjusted that it can 
be regulated néver to lose or gain more than four seconds a 
day, even when subjected to severe shocks, jars, or varying 
climatic conditions..«For this reason it is now specially re- 
commended, and, in fact, guaranteed ideal for use at home or 
abroad. Proved by far the best watch for all purposes of 
Naval, Military, and Air Service, it will prove equally satis- 
factory for the pursuits of peace in any sphere. 


Fitted with patent dust- and damp-proof case and unbreak- 
able glass, micrometer regulator, etc. 


The experience thus gained 
has been of advantage to 
the designers of the new 
“Austin Twenty,” which 
gives the maximum of com- 
fort on any road. 


Silver, Gent's 
» - Ladies’ 
9-ct. gold . 


8-ct.> ,, 


THE AUSTIN MOTOR COMPANY, LTD., 0. ; aydo Li 
HEAD OFFICE ....__...__.... NORTHFIELD, BIRMINGHAM. 


Telephone—King's Norton 230. Telegrams—'' Speedily, Northfield.” katate tiiechomiraletonacWanlOniee lal A 
LONDON ... 479-483, OXFORD ST., W. | -- AND AT PARIS (Dept. 3), 153, Fenchurch Street, LONDON, E.C. 3, Tel.: Central 2160. The sign of 
MANCHESTER ... 130, DEANSGATE. .. AND BRUSSELS West-end Branch (late JOHN BARWISE!: 20, Duke Street, St. James’, London, S.W.1. Excellence. 
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The 
Proved 
Best 


British 
Built 


THREE REASONS WHY NAPIER 
SATISFACTION IS ENSURED. 


Over 100 years’ Engineering experience. 


2 8 


Sixteen years in the design and manu- 
facture of Six-cylinder Cars. 


@ Four years in the design and manufacture 
of Aero Engines. 


For 1920, One Model only, 40-50 h.p. Six-cylinder. 


Full particulars gladly sent on application. 


D. NAPIER & SON, LTD., 14, New. Burlington Street, London, W. 1. 
WORKS: LONDON. 


MIXTURE. 
“A LOBES TO ae 13 OR. "Barrios 


ROWE Boys' Tailor to 
Her Majesty the Queen 


Rowe’s — Stock-Tailored Suits are tailored 
garments made in the comparative leisure 
between the rush of school vacations. 


They are not to 
be confused with 


ordinary ‘‘ ready- 
made "’ clothing. 
They represent 


Rowe's solution of 
the difficulty in 
maintaining the 
Rowe standard of 
Tailoring at rush 
periods under pre- 
sent labour diffi- 
culties. 
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CRAVEN 
MIXTURE 


STABLISHED. ERAS 
ot Eerie and Snuff ons 
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SOLS 


Every Public 
School Boy can 
be fitted from 
stock to precisely 
the requirement 
of his school. 


ROWE 


STOCK-TAILOR™D 
SUITS REGD. 


ENGLAND 


Srv ete Pe is) 


ay 


106, New Bond St.. W. 


A Dream of Delight. 
FRAGRANT, MELLOW and COOL. 


2/2 for 2 ozs. Packed in Tins. 


Made by CARRERAS, Ltp., 55, Piccadilly, London, W.1. Established 1788. 
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MOTOR NOTES AND NEWS. 


Level Crossings. 

Te béte noir of the motorist is a level- 
crossing, and in a recent issue of our 
worthy contemporary, “‘ The Autocar,”’ 
an excellent suggestion is put forward for 

overcoming this danger. Briefly, the idea is to 
fit a system of signalling, so that on approaching 
the level-crossing the motorist would be warned 
that a train was coming, and that the gates would 
be closed in ten seconds ; the object of this signal 
being that if a motor were within a few yards of 
the gates when the warning signal was given, and 
could not stop, it would drive through in time, 
but other vehicles that could stop would do so. 


HANDLEY-PAGE AEROPLANE 


Of the latest commercial type, which is fitted with two Rolls- 
Royce engines, This type ot machine is used on the regular 
bi-weekly services between London and Paris 


in fashionable sporting circles the London Fly- 
ing Club promises to be the most popular and 
up to date in or near London, and I understand 
the latest acquisition is a real Hawaian band 
brought over from America exclusively for the 
club. In the near future the club hopes to have 
its own swimming bath and tennis courts. 


* * * 


The Roads of France. 

JAN friend of mine recently asked me whether 
the roads in France were now safe for 

motoring, as, with the removal of the restrictions 

which were in force during the war, he proposed 

touring the battlefields. I was able to assure 


* * * 

SiiHeae- 
[t will be of extreme interest to all who regard the motor 

as something more than a means of conveyance that 
our enterprising contemporary, ‘‘ The Auto,’ has ar- 
ranged with Mr. S. F. Edge for a series of articles from 
that gentleman’s pen. 

* * * 

The Speedy Car. 

AN real live car for 110 guineas! In these extravagant 
4 days, when one thinks in thousands, it seems 
almost incredible, but it is quite true, and it will be joy- 
ful news to those who have been patiently waiting the 
advent of a moderate price two-seater. This little car 
boasts of the name of the Speedy, and is fitted with an 
air-cooled 8-h.p. twin-cylinder V-shaped engine, two 
speeds and reverse, disc wire wheels, tyres 650 by 65, or 
26 by 23, electric lighting, and last, but not least, sixty 
miles per gallon is promised. Sounds interesting, doesn’t 
it? And I hope to hear more of the doings of this little 
‘bus. The Pullinger Engineering Company, Ltd., of 
52, Holborn Viaduct, E.C., are responsible for this latest’ 
example in economy. 

* * * 
L.F.C. 
| ew the war we grew accustomed to a weird collec- 
tion of abbreviations, and the latest to be added to 
this are the initials of the London Flying Club, which is 
a new club recently opened at Hendon. As a rendezvous 


The comfortable interior, which provides for 
fifteen passengers in addition to the pilot and 


mechanics 


him, however, that the roads were in splendid 
condition, and when one thinks of the traffic that used them, 
it reflects much credit to the cantonniers and, outside their 
sphere of activity, the good old Labour Corps, that this 
is the case. Many times have I topped fifty in a Vaux- 
hall on the St. Pol-Arras-Bapaume roads; and there is 
only one occasion in my knowledge when we had any 
trouble with the roads, and this was during the Somme 
show. They were at their worst when one reached the 
“active zone,’’ and the weather prevented any headway 
being made, although the L. C. worked like Titans. It 
took me three hours to get from Montauban to Trones 
Wood, a distance well under the mile, but since then all 
these defaulting roads have been re-made, or thoroughly 
repaired, and one need have no qualms on this score. 
However, prospective tourists must remember that accom- 
modation is very limited, and it is extremely difficult to 
obtain such things as petrol, tyres, and spare parts, 
although I believe an Englishman has opened an estab- 
lishment at Amiens for these essentials. 
* * * 

Gaston, Williams and Wigmore. 
AN winged messenger informs me that the trinity of 

Gaston, Williams and Wigmore, who, by the way, 
handed over to a grateful Government quite a large sum 
in excess profits derived from motor lorries, have been 
fortunate enough to secure the services of Major Basil 
Cockrell. This officer’s experience should prove invalu- 
able in his new sphere. 


overwhelming 


acid 
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disorders, vz :— 


other 


uric 


is Speedy in action. 


Further, it compares more than favourably with hitherto 
recognised treatments, being 37 times more effective as a 


solvent of urie acid than Lithia. 


So many of the ills that human flesh is heir to owe their origin 
to an excess of uric acid, which poisons and clogs the system 
performing their normal 
function of “draining” the body of its acquired impurities. 
URODONAL, which is the result of years of expert research, 
goes to the root of the matter, and without pain or incon- 
venience dissolves the uric acid accumulations, and passes 
them out of the system in a natural way, thereby ridding the 


and prevents: the organs from 


sufferer of the Cause of his troubles. 


Is it any wonder that URODONAL has the support of the 


medical faculty and the public, alike ? 
Price 5/2 and 12/- per bottle. 


Prepared at Chatelain's Laboratories, Paris, 


Full descriptive literature sent post free on application to HEPPELLS. 


possesses FOUR 
advantages 
over other methods of treating 


GOUT, RHEUMATISM, and 


a Scientific Remedy. 
has no harmful effects. 


is Sure in its results. 


} Obtainable from all Chemists 
and Stores, or direct post free, 5/6 and 12/6, from the British Agents, 
HEPPELLS, Chemists, 164, Piccadilly, London, W.1. 


* 


SESSEL PEARLS 


Sessel Pearls 
are the finest 
reproductions 
existing. They 
are made by a 
secret and 
scientific pro- 
cess, which im- 
parts to them 
the same sheen, 
delicacy ol 
tone, texture, 
and durability 
of genuine 
Oriental 
Pearls. 


The ‘Sphere’ The “Bystander” 
says :— says :— 
“A row of ‘In colour, 


wonderful Sessel 
reproduction 
Pearls willamply 
salisfy even the 
most _ fastidious 
taste. 


Sesse! Pearl Ear- 
rings, Pins, Studs, 
Rings, in Solid 


Diamonds, Pearls, Old Gold, Silver, etc., Purchased for Cash or 


ILLUSTRATED BROCHURE, No. 2, ON REQUEST, POST FREE. 
Sessel Pearls can only be obtained direct from 


SESSEL (Bourne, Ltd.), 14 8 14a, New Bond Street, London, W. 1. 


Sessel Pearls 
are positively 
superior to any 
others existing. 
Every Necklet, 
in fact every 
pearl made in 
our laboratories 
is an exact and 
faithful repro- 
duction of a 
real pearl, the 
minutest details 
being — studied 
in their manu- 
facture. 


weight an 
general appear- 
ance there is ab- 
solutely nothing 
to choose belween 
the two pieces.” 


Sessel Clasp with 
Sessel Emerald— 
Sapphire or Ruby 


GaldaNieunnnes: Beautiful Collar of Sessel Pearls centre! 
From with 18-ct. Gold Clasp, in case, Rion 
£2:2:0 £4:4:0 £2:2:0 


taken in Exchange. 
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An alarm clock that 
didnt-—a rush through 


breakfast—a dash to the 


station—_a bootlace that 
broke—a train on the 
move—a flying leap— 


and after that 


a pipe of 
Bond of 


Union. 


For never varying quality, for mellowness of 
flavour, for coolness first, last and always, there's 
no tobacco quite like Bond of Union, Mild, 
11d. oz.; Medium or Full, 104d. oz. 


Tigi COOL, SMOKE 


FOR THE FRONT.—We will post ‘Bond 
of Union” to Soldiers at the Front, specially 
packed, at 5/3 per |b., duty free. Minimum 
order 4 lb. Postage (extra) 1/- for 4 1b. up to 
14 Ib. and 1/4 up to 4. 1b. Order through your 


tobacconist or send remittance direct to us. 


COPE BROS. & CO., LTD., LIVERPOOL, 


SS 


THR TATLER 


GE Ay 
GY if ree Y 
is MISS 
I SM Wory 
y - 


Fam SE: 
Ss 


“G) 


Rapidly growing children need an 
abundance of nutriment to make and 
keep them robust and healthy and to 
build up brain, nerve and body. 


‘* Ovaltine ’’ contains the necessary 
food elements in a highly concen- 
trated, correctly balanced and easily 
digested form. 


It makes the ideal food beverage for child- 
ren. It has a delicious appetising flavour. 


Ripe barley malt, creamy milk, eggs and 
purest cocoa are used in its manufacture. 
Nothing more. The special process of 
extraction and concentration retains all the 
essential body-building materials and renders 
them easy of digestion and assimilation. 


“ Ovaltine” is specially valuable for frail 
and sickly children and for those out- 
growing their strength, or with impaired 
digestive powers. 


For Children, Adults and the Aged 


OVALTINE 


“SS OME FOOD BEVERAGE 


Builds-up Brain, Nerve and Body 


A cupful of “ Ovaltine” supplies more 
nourishment than seven cupfuls of 
cocoa, twelve cupfuls of beef extract 
or three eggs. 


No fuss or trouble in making 
—merely stir the golden 
granules into hot milk or 
milk and water. 


Sold by all Chemists & Stores 
at 1/6, 2/6 & 4/6, 


ORE 
Send for TRIAL SAMPLE 
of delicious “ Ovaltine ” 
enclosing 3d. in stamps. 

A. WANDER, Ltd., 13, Coweross St., 
LONDON, E.C.1. 
Works: King’s Langley, Herts. 


THE TATLER 


LADIES’ KENNEL ASSOCIATION 


NOTES 


‘The Tatler” is now the Official Organ of this Influential Body in the “ Doggy” World. 


ISS Desborough is spending a portion of her holiday in Guernsey, making the 
acquaintance of some of her Guernsey members, and hoping to induce more of 
the “Islanders” to join the L.K.A. She tells us that a meeting of the executive 
will be held early in October to consider the letters received from members as to 

the advisability of holding a show this autumn. Meanwhile Miss Desborough, mindful as 
ever of the interests of the Association, has a scheme in view which in the event of a show 
not being held will help to keep members in touch with each other and interest the public 
in the work of the Association. Further details of this scheme will be given shortly. 

Both the bull bitch and the bull-terrier mentioned recently in these columns have found 

d homes. , 2 
eae new member, Miss Cozens-Hardy, sends us an interesting 
photograph of her elk-hound (taken with his little pal, one of Lady de 
Gex's famous toy spaniels), and some ‘most instructive notes on this 
breed, which has become very rare in this country. Miss Cozens-Hardy 
has a brace of these beautiful dogs, and, as before the-war she success- 
fully reared several puppies, she is hoping soon for another litter. She 
tells us that the picture does not do the dog justice, as his white bushy 
tail, which is one of the elk-hound’s chief characteristics, is not seen. 
These dogs are very keen on rabbit-hunting, and this one has been known 
to travel thirtv-five miles in a night in search of sport, but they never 
attempt to chase pheasants or other birds, nor do they kill poultry. 
When hunting the tail is carried “curved "’ over the back, and they do 
not “canter,” but’run with a curious wolf-like “lope.” When Miss 
Cozens-Hardy first had her dogs they were extraordinarily shy and wild, 
but they soon became most affectionate, and she considers they make 
charming house pets, their coat being free from smell. In colour this 
dog is buff, with black skin. eyebrows, and black tips to. the hairs on 
the ‘ruff,’ which is very thick in winter. The bitch is more of a 
golden shade, and has white neck and chest. The puppies vary in 
colour—from a golden-yellow to a buff-grey. These dogs are very 
intelligent and most good-tempered, and Miss Cozens: Hardy considers 
them very strong, although she finds the puppies more susceptible to 
distemper, with its baneful after-effects, than English breeds. She feels 
sure that if their virtues were more generally known the breed would 
at once become popular. She hopes herself to increase her kennels 
when once the tiresome rabies restrictions are removed. : 

The September number of ‘ The Pekingese Magazine" has been kindly sent us by Miss 
Verity Steel for review, and we can only repeat what we said last month, that it is a most 
artistic production, whilst the literary matter is of interest, not only to Pekingese owners, 
but to all who are interested in dogs. The article by the editor on ‘Eyes, their setting, 
colour and treatment,"’ is most interesting and helpful, and I know that the eye Iction 
recommended therein has been used with marked success on a case of chronic inflammation 
of the eye in a bull bitch. The short story, which we are told is “taken from an Indian 
journal,’’ is one which leaves a “‘lump in the throat,” and is written by a true dog-lover. 
It is almost too sad, and whilst hoping that it is only fiction, one somehow feels that it is 
cruel fact. Altogether a charming little magazine, which must have a successful career 


before it. Caro F. C. CriarkeE, 

[2 our issue of September 10 the name of Miss Betty Sewell, fiancée of Sir Norman 
Leslie, R.A.F., was incorrectly printed as Miss Betty Sewelly, and we tender our 

apologies for any annoyance which may have been caused. 

[® our issue of 17th inst. a photograph was published of Lady Joan Fitzwilliam-with the 
Hon. Edward Stuart-Wortley, younger son of Lord Wharncliffe. Through a fault of the 

photographers, Mr. Stuart-Wortley was incorrectly described as Lord Bective, and we much 

regret the mistake. 


ELK-HOUND 


September Suns and 

the Sea Bath—-Ouidoor 

exercise— the Dance in the cool of 

the evening when Youth and Love 

and Laughter hold sway—the last 

lingering memories of a Summer’s 

gladness.’ Comfortable, cool, soft and 

fresh because POND'S Vanishing 

Cream has kept the skin in perfect health. 

just POND’S and the finger tips—a light application 

on face, neck, arms and kands—no massaging—the 
cream vanishes into the 
pores and skin beauty 
results. Entirely free 
from grease and _ sticki- 

ness. 

POND'S Vanishing Cream is used by famous women— 
Pavlova, Tetrazzini, Miss Neilson Terry, Miss Billie 
Burke, Miss Constance Collier, Miss Violet Vanbrugh. 
You should be numbered among Pond’s devotees. 


Of all Chemists & Stores, Pond's—the ORIGINAL—Vanishing = 
Cream, in Opal Jars with Aluminium Screw Lids, 1/3 and 2/6. - 


Pon d Vanishing 


Cream 
POND’S EXTRACT CO. (Dept. 106), 


71, Southampton Row, London, W.C.1. S$.A.A. 
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THE PASSI NG : SHOW S—continued. 


story of how she had been, as it were, jilted at the altar. However, it all comes 
out right at the end, and anything more amusing than Mr. W. H. Berry as 
thé unfortunate Hichens has not been seen in musical comedy for a long time. 
Excellent work is also done by Miss Cicely Debenham as Nancy Rudd, Mr. 
W. H. Rawlings as her father, Miss Violet Blythe as Mrs. Hichens, Miss 
Madeline Seymour, Mr. Edward Rigby,'and Mr. Alfred Beers. Miss Marjorie 
Gordon and Mr. Robert Michaelis sing charmingly as the young lovers, and . 
the chorus and dresses and scenery are delightful. There ought to be 


1,000 performances awaiting Who's Hooper—judging by the length of musical- 
comedy runs. 


* % * 

Haymarket Theatre. ‘ 
addies, the new American comedy by Mr. J. Lessing 
Hobble, belongs to that ‘‘ sugar-candy ’’ type of which 
Daddy Long-Legs and The Poor Little Rich Girl were two 
rather charming specimens. Or rather, it belongs to a new 
‘saccharine’ brand—a thousand times sweeter than sugar. 
We all know the complications which sometimes arose during 
the war from women ‘‘ adopting ”’ lonely soldiers. Well, the 
complications in Daddies arise from four stern business men 
adopting four war orphans. When these orphans arrive, one 


turns out to be a sweet-young-thing of seventeen! Hence 
the love-interest. Another is supplied with triplets! But, 
however, numbers and age don’t very much matter. The 


important part is to learn that, through these orphans, four 
stern business men (one is an author—and the hero) discover 
that they have hearts of gold and spirits overflowing with 
the milk of human kindness. It is all very charming and 
very pretty, and nice and succulent and sweet; but four acts 
of it is one act too long. Itsappeal all depends on the acting, 
which, at the Haymarket, however, is admirable. Mr. A. E. Mathews as the 
author, whose ‘‘orphan ’’ is of marriageable age, is delightful—natural, earnest, 
and quietly amusing. And Mr. George Tully and Mr. Sam Livesey and Mr 
Thomas Weguelin, all of whom decide to marry the orphan’s ‘‘mamma’’ 
rather than lose the protégée—such sweetness have they brought into their 
lives—are equally excellent. A clever sketch of a young lawyer is given by 
Mr. G. H. Mulcaster, and Miss Emily Brooke acts the part of the heroine 
with a simplicity and sincerity which are delightful. Then there is Mr. Eric 
Lewis as a dear old family butler, and Miss Mary Jerrold as the ‘' sweetest 
little mother in the world,’’ and a remarkably clever little girl, Miss Made- 
line Robinson, who was one of the successes of the evening. In all, 
Daddies is one of those charmingly pretty little comedies which leave 
only the pleasantest memories behind them. But you mustn’t expect to be 
thrilled. 


“PAL” 
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ODAKS in Bond St. 


About 200 yards from Oxford Street. 
LARGEST STOCK IN THE KINGDOM. Lists Free. 


Take a Vest Pocket Kodak on your holidays. 
All prices, 37/6 and 43/6, or with Anastigmat 
lenses, 63/-, £5 5 0, and £7 7 0. Developing 
and printing in shortest possible time. Cameras, 
lenses, etc. taken in part exchange or purchased 
for cash. 


I ZODELLA. Prism Binoculars, 8x I 


] Central focussing eye - piece adjustment, with 
leather case. Best for all purposes — Races, 
| Marine, Field, or Theatre .. £11 10 0 I 


Oboe 


INCORPORATING 
\TSONS 


19, Change Alley, 
SHEFFIELD 
(forall Mail Orders). 


And at 
119, New Bond Street, 
LONDON, W.1. 
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Pure. and Fragrant as 
an Old English Garden 


All the enchantment of the old- 
fashioned garden finds expression 
in Zenobia Condensed Perfumes, 


So highly -concentrated, 
that the merest touch of 
the stopper is sufficient. 
A Bottle. of Zenobia Con- 
densed * Perfume lasts 
longer ‘than ordinary per- 
fume in a larger bottle. 
Night Scented Stock, Sweet Pea 
Blossom, and Lily of the Valley 
areall favourites. Price 3/-,6/-and 
12/6, Of all Perfumers, Chemists, 
and Stores. If the new form of 
Zenobia Perfumes is required ask 
for Zenobia Condensed Perfumes. 
1 ZENOBIA, Ltd., 

= : et el Loughborough, Leicestershire, 
ETT TTT 


ome 
ConDE NS. 
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